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"You will sleep full sweet; you will dream good dreams. 
You will wake to the joy of the Morning Beams, — 

And then you will go with the strength of the strong. 
And press up and on with a glad, good song. 

Right over the hill — and up along.” 

John Oxenham 

England and June! Polo field in action! How 
well they knew the sound of it, the scent and the 
thrill of it, the three who could hear from over 
Roehampton’s guardian wall the cries and clamor 
and muffled rush of ponies’ feet ! And for the last 
time. To-morrow they must separate, the three 
who for five years had been inseparable. 

Deirdre Leith from Derbyshire, Julia Hope 
from a beautiful old city, Saint Louis, in the 
United States, and Johanna de Kasatkin, a prin- 
cess of Saint Petersburg, had more than once 
tried to climb that wall and failed. Johanna had 
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rather a personal interest in the field, because 
Prince Nikolai Vladimir, to whom she had been 
engaged since babyhood, often played there. Once 
a month, well chaperoned by the Mother-Portress, 
he was allowed to make a formal call. Then they 
sat in state, discussing polo and the weather. 
Towards the end they would send messages to 
their respective parents. In the last precious mo- 
ments there would be a thousand things to ask 
and to tell, about life at home, about Boris, 
Johanna’s brother, and the little children, her 
half brother and sister, Mikail and Iskra. The 
latest development was that Iskra’s voice had 
taken on the quality of a violoncello, her laughter 
a rippling scale. Mikail was four years old, little 
Iskra three. Sometimes Nikolai Vladimir would 
ask about the two whom Johanna had especially 
selected to be her closer friends. Deirdre Leith 
was the only child of the then British ambassador 
to the Quirinal. He had, like his father and 
grandfathers before him, spent his life in the 
diplomatic service. Julia was an independent, 
advance-guard of a future generation that was 
to carry things before it with a high hand. 
Whereas Deirdre Leith elected to receive her 
education at the Sacred Heart Convent for no 
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other reason than that it pleased her, pagan 
though she frankly professed herself to be. Julia 
belonged to an old Catholic family whose Faith 
was as the breath of its very life. She came to 
London because of deep-rooted love for the Eng- 
land of her father’s forebears. The trio was oddly 
ill-assorted, for Johanna, known to her intimates 
as Hansi, belonged to the Greek Orthodox 
Church. It was only in her eighteenth year that 
she finally obtained her father’s permission to 
follow the Church of the Roman rite. Two years 
later Boris, her brother, met a French cure in his 
flying corps 

Intimate as the three had become, there was a 
part of Deirdre Leith’s life into which neither 
Julia nor Johanna had any wish to enter for the 
simple reason that neither of them considered it 
any part of living. She was neither free-thinker, 
atheist, agnostic nor philosopher. “Convince me 
that there is more than the joy of Pan, and I will 
begin to believe,” she laughed. After that, the 
subject was never discussed. She seemed to be 
one of those enigmas who, having a pronounced 
appreciation of much that is beautiful, had yet no 
faint conception of the Essence of all beauty. She 
was brilliant in her studies, far more brilliant 
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than the other two. Indeed, Johanna allowed her- 
self to glide along, counting more for her educa- 
tion on an easy adaptability, a certain fluency of 
composition, interest in good literature and mu- 
sic, command of the languages, than on any other 
branches of scholarship. She was a poet of some 
merit. Perhaps it was the young romance in her 
life that inspired her, perhaps the traditions of 
Pushkin. At any rate through her convent years 
the gift had carried her far. There was a pathetic 
gentleness about the little princess, difficult to 
explain — outside foreshadowing. Her fair fra- 
gility, pathetic violet eyes, big and wondering, 
like a child’s eyes beneath their heavy fringe of 
lashes, the grace of a lissom figure, the rare 
smile, all combined to draw every type of person 
to her, and once there, hold them. She had a 
genius for friendship, perhaps because love had 
entered her life at an early age and taught her 
true values. 

During the long course of an episodic life, 
Hansi’s influence was to impress its mark on both 
Julia Hope and Deirdre, influence destined never 
to weaken or wane. As to Julia, the time came 
when, like so many who have been brought into 
contact with the life of the sanctuary, she begged 
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to be allowed to enter as a religious. The wise 
Superior advised her to wait. She must have at 
least a year ; live in the world, make the most of 
it. If she still felt as she did to-day, she might 
return, but only to try. Then Julia’s heart 
leapt in her breast with the sense of freedom. 
Assuredly there was no vocation for her. But 
she had the good will. That was the main point. 
That once behind the clausura her whole soul 
might have leapt with the freedom of the chil- 
dren of God, did not occur to her. But — unknow- 
ing, and in her youth, she was quite as happy. 
Meanwhile, in the future lay the anticipation of 
Hansi’s wedding. She was to be married in thir- 
teen months. The wedding was to take place in 
the private chapel of her father’s palace, and she 
and Deirdre were to serve as bridesmaids along 
with two of the young Grand Duchesses. If she 
had followed her first impulse and entered the 
convent before the laurels of her wreath had 
faded, the brilliant prospect of Imperial Russia 
would never have flashed to her future. The pros- 
pect of the wedding did not so impress the more 
laconic Deirdre. She had been brought up in the 
atmosphere of courts and a certain modicum of 
pageantry. It amused her, only that. In some 
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thin gs, she was old beyond her eighteen years, in 
others, the veriest child. Calm, collected, exqui- 
sitely poised, with the cool beauty that is rather of 
Burne-Jones than the clear-white passion of his 
prototype Rossetti, she looked on her world as a 
jester might vision his bauble, something with 
which to pass whatever time might be allotted 
her. She was too brilliant to attract younger men, 
and the older ones who admired and enjoyed her, 
did not interest her. If romance had ever knocked 
at her door, she had not responded. Romance 
had knocked. But Deirdre the skeptic, was afraid. 
Love was the one thing that frightened her. She 
would rather it left her alone. There would be 
plenty of time. The last hour of the last year had 
come. So the three sat out in the grounds under 
their favorite tree. Tea was over, a gala tea with 
strawberries and cream, and a cake that Sister 
Rose had made, weeping. 

“I don’t think I could bear it if we were not to 
meet again. Where, Hansi?” Julia’s dark eyes 
were swimming. “Of course I'll go home to make 
a debut. It’s expected of me. But I shall come 
back in a year and meet you wherever you say.” 

“Paris. Even that dear old strict Mother Mac- 
tavish joined in the plans Niko and I made to- 
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gather last Sunday. I know she enjoyed it! We’ll 
meet — this is June 30th — the wedding will be on 
the first of August next year, 1914. My father 
and stepmother insist on my having a year. After 
all, I’ll only be eighteen then. We will meet at the 
Crillon, on the fourteenth of July — for the fete — 
Wednesday !” 

“You seem to have your dates pretty well 
worked out,” remarked Deirdre. 

“Indeed, I have! Call Mother Mactavish to 
witness!’* laughed Hansi. 

“We’ll meet on Wednesday, the fourteenth. 
I’ll have been getting my trousseau for a month. 
My stepmother and Boris and Niko will all be 
there. Then the next week you will come with me 
to Saint Petersburg and we will have a wonderful 
ten days before the wedding. Not ‘all the king’s 
horses nor all the king’s men’ can put a stop to 
the last gay holiday we three will ever have 
together !’* 




JULY 14.TH, 19x4 




CHAPTER I 

“So speeds the great procession of the Days, 

Too fast, too slow, but nought its progress stays; 
Each gives me back that which I first have given. 

But what each takes, my endless future sways." 

John Oxenham 

They stood together on a little iron-railed bal- 
cony overlooking the Place de la Concorde ; 
Deirdre Leith, Johanna and Julia. Flowers 
wreathed their crin and leghorn hats ; their sheer, 
beribboned frocks fluttered rather with the mo- 
ment's excitement than with the stirring of any 
breeze. Heat lay heavy over Paris, and a curious 
depression, that belied the frivolities of festival. 
But about the three who gathered together at 
the Crillon after a year's separation and more, 
there was neither dejection nor hint of sadness. 
The world was alive, vibrant ! Beat, beat, tramp, 

tramp — far away. A bugle call, faint, remote 

“I never hear a bugle that I don't look for my 
horse," cried Deirdre. “One almost expects to 

13 
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see the people turn to trees and the hounds dash 
past.” 

“Back to earth, Deirdre,” Hansi laughed. “You 
may not believe a procession is more to the French 
than a hunt, but I can swear it is. Listen — surely 
they must have started down from the Arc?” 

“I hear nothing more than the rhythm of 
marching feet, but we can’t tell whether they are 
coming or going. It’s not time for them to reach 
us yet. Your heart is listening for Nikolai, Hansi. 
That’s why it seems so slow to you. Military pro- 
cessions have never been known to come when one 
expects them.” 

“Perhaps you’re right, Julia. Niko and Boris 
both wanted to see what was to happen at the 
Arc de Triomphe when the armies gathered to 
start. They were to be at somebody’s house. 
Alexandrovna and the children are there, too, 
you know.” 

“Your stepmother is in Paris? No, I didn’t 
know it,” Julia said. “When did she come?” 

“With me, three weeks ago. She was angelic 
enough to say she wanted to give me my trous- 
seau, and she’s a Spartan mother who never will 
be separated from her children, so we all came.” 

“Has Prince Nikolai been here all that time?” 
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Deirdre asked, looking as she spoke up towards 
the Champs Elysees where the gay colors of 
dresses and hats were like a garden in full bloom. 

“No, no. He and Boris only came yesterday. 
But they will stay to go back with us.” 

No one saw the flush that mounted to Deirdre’s 
cheeks, for the brim of her hat successfully con- 
cealed it, and she kept her face turned away. 

“You know we expect your father to come on 
from Rome. Will he?” 

“He'd not miss your wedding, Hansi, not 
father. But he will have to travel farther than 
Rome. I left him down in Derbyshire. He always 
comes home in the summer.” 

“Perhaps he would join us here and go on to 
Russia with us? I can speak for Alexandrovna. 
She would love having him as much as I.” 

“We’ll see. You are sure of her, Hansi. It 
must be a delightful thing to have a stepmother 
who adores you.” 

Hansi laughed. “I think I am why she married 
father. It makes a difference.” 

“I can quite understand that. Do you know, 
Hansi, that Deirdre and I are both agreed that 
even if we’d been on the verge of our own wed- 
dings we would have given the whole thing up 
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just to see you through. Which goes to prove how 
deliciously and perfectly spoiled you are. We even 
expect to submit to daily fittings, and that is ex- 
pecting a great deal.” 

“Not when you see the model for the frocks! 
It’s going to suit you both, Julia because she is so 
brune and you, Deirdre, because you are cha- 
taigne; pale blue taffeta, so fine you could pull it 
through a ring, yards and yards of skirt a la 
1830, and drooping leghorn hats. It will suit the 
princesses too. We talked it all over before I left 
Saint Petersburg. There’s to be no difference in 
Olga’s dress. Just like yours. She’s to be my maid 
of honor.” 

Deirdre with her usual calmness turned to 
Johanna then. “Have you always had everything 
you want? Just as you want it?” 

And Johanna returned the look with childlike 
questioning. “Yes, always, haven’t you?” 

Down below the gathering throng surged to 
right and left while gendarmes with short white 
batons vainly attempted to push the people back 
to crushing crowds on the sidewalks. Soon they 
became unmanageable. The police gave up the 
struggle with a laugh and a shrug of the 
shoulders. 
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Shining-faced Alsatians with their huge black 
silk bows were everywhere in evidence. Apple- 
cheeked Bretonne peasants wearing exquisite 
embroidered caps set far back on their glossy, 
well-kept hair, brushed from the forehead to 
straining point, beamed on everyone. Here and 
there huge Dalmatian peasants all dressed up in 
pleated linen skirts and velvet boleros, pill-box 
hats on their heads and daggers in their belts, 
were reminiscent of Caruso in the roseate days of 
his appearance in “Gioconda.” Sweet-faced girls 
from the Pyrenees, behooded, suggested Bern- 
adette. Everywhere laughter, everywhere gayety. 
Even poor Strassburg draped in crepe sat like a 
queen who had forgotten for a moment that the 
king was dead. 

“When the soldiers get this far, they’ll drop out 
of ranks to dance with some of those lovely 
creatures. I couldn’t resist them if I were a man,” 
Deirdre said. 

“Do you think Prince Boris would dance with 
me if I went down and joined the peasants?” 
Julia asked with a laugh. “I’d love to. It’s a terri- 
ble temptation.” 

“I am afraid he might. There’s little Boris is 
tempted to do that he doesn’t do. How much 
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longer do you think they’ll be ? It’s after half-past 
four.” Johanna looked at the little jeweled wrist- 
watch destined to mark the hours of a tragedy 
none of them, even with the wildest stretch of 
imagination, could foresee. 

“At least another half hour. These things are 
always delayed.” 

“I’d feel better bucked up if we had our tea. 
Then we can watch in peace and give them theirs 
whenever they get here. Come along.” 

But once inside, at the luxurious little table, 
Deirdre stood for a moment surveying it with a 
critical eye and characteristic comment. “She’s 
scoured the town for differences.” 

“Count them,” Hansi laughed, seating herself 
behind a samovar Yuzhin, her courier, had some- 
how resurrected. 

“Samovar and glasses for one thing, Julia. She 
is determined to accustom us to Russian ways so 
that we’ll not feel strange in Saint Petersburg. I 
do love caviar, and all the little hors d’ceuvres. 
Voyons, Italian flat rolls, French patisseries , leb- 
kuchen , marzipan, Spanish buns, tiny Swiss 
cheese sandwiches, English watercress ones and 
a big American sponge cake. My word!” 

“Goose ! You don’t have to eat all of it. They 
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lorgot the English muffins,” Hansi cried in dis- 
tress. “Yuzhin, where are the English muffins? 
The gospozha Leith is English and must have 
them.” Her violet eyes blazed. 

“I think — Serene Highness — they are being 
buttered and heated. Olescha was to give me a 
sign when they were to be brought in.” 

“Tell her to bring them at once, and more when 
their highnesses come. Boris loves them. So does 
Niko. But Boris most.” Deirdre took note. Julia 
helped herself to a tartine. “Where did you get 
it all?” 

“Everywhere. The cake from Sherry’s, the 
patisseries from Colombin’s and the sandwiches 
from Rumpelmeyer’s and a little Slavonic tea 
house on Rue Duphot. They make the muffins 
here. Boris and I have come to the Crillon ever 
since we were tiny children, but we never forget 
the muffins. You look distracted, Deirdre, what 
is it?” 

“Not distracted; perturbed. You frighten me.” 

“I? How?” 

“What would you do if a day came when you 
couldn’t have what you want?” 

“Why should such a day come? Sugar? One 
and lemon. That’s right. I have always had what- 
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ever I wanted. Why shouldn't I? Don’t you? 
Doesn’t everyone?” 

Julia looked at her hostess in mock despair. 
“Hansi, Hansi, have you so soon forgotten that 
we were made to do without things at the con- 
vent? It was only to prove that we were above 
trivialities, to make us strong for whatever might 
come along. Don’t you remember ?” 

“Of course I do. But that was at school. We are 
out of school now. You’ve had a year in society, 
Deirdre, a year of playing ambassadress for her 
father. I — Oh, my dears — it has been only short 
of Heaven. Why should we make any sacrifices 
now?” 

“Oh, there might be famine or plague, or war 
or strikes, or revolution. A thousand things 1 
What would you do then? You are spoiled, you 
know.” 

“Oh, I’d manage somehow. I’d always have 
Yuzhin and Olescha to take care of me and wait 
on me. I’m not afraid. I’ve never been strong 
enough to fast, even at school. Why should I fast 
for no reason at all?” 

Deirdre, tall, slender, svelte in a day of fluffs 
an d ruffles, looked over her tea cup at the fair 
girl behind the table, so fragile in her pale green 
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chiffon, slight arms, white columns through the 
diaphanous sleeves, throat delicate as though it 
had been modeled in fairyland. 

“Has your Prince Nikolai ever cared for any- 
one else?” 

“No. How could he? We’ve been engaged 
from babyhood. He’s always loved me.” 

“Another thing you want and have. It’s going 
to be hard for you some day, my lamb.” 

“Is that kind, Deirdre? 'Noblesse oblige,’ you 
know. I may have what I want. I don’t doubt that 
I always shall. But, if I were to lose everything 
to-morrow, I love Niko enough to do without it, 
as long as I have him. Suppose he should care for 
someone else, which is impossible, but suppose he 
did. That is the only thing I could not bear. The 
ground he steps on is dear to me. And it has been 
so — always. If there were some dreadful thing 
to ruin our lives — make us poor — like those peo- 
ple crowding in the street outside, I would work 
for him, and for other poor. Don’t think that be- 
cause I have always had everything that makes 
life pleasant I do not realize that being — what I 
am, means more than wearing a crown and hav- 
ing my people serve me nectar. ‘Noblesse’ — to 
rise above the commonplace, to make an art of 
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service to mankind, indeed to make a fine art of 
the most menial work if it had to be, it means all 
these things. But it does not mean to relinquish 
love. I would give up everything worth living for, 
but Niko. And you see, when it is like that with 
one, how could he possibly ever care for anyone 
else?” 

“He’s frightfully attractive,” mused Deirdre. 
“Hasn’t anyone else tried?” 

Hansi laughed. “Of course. And you don’t sup- 
pose for a moment that Nikolai does not realize 
there’s not a prince or pauper in all Russia I 
couldn’t have if I wanted him? We’re well 
guarded against each other, my Niko and I. And 
that’s part of the fun of living at all.” 

Deirdre, having finished her tea, got up and 
went to the balcony. The music seemed a little 
closer, but that was all. “Nothing yet,” she re- 
ported. “May I have a cigarette?” 

“Of course. On that little ormolu table. Smoke, 
Julia?” 

“No, thanks. Perhaps some day I will ; we don’t 
smoke in America as you do in England — or 
France — or Russia. Some American girls do. But 
they come to you at the restaurants if you light a 
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cigarette and tell you ‘ladies are requested not to 
smoke in public places.’ ” 

“Provincial,” remarked Deirdre laconically. 
“Perhaps so. You teach us bad manners, but 
we love you — so what does it matter? To smoke 
or not to smoke, a question of self-discipline 
again. The real you is not spoiled, Hansi. I think 
that for a girl who has only to ask for the moon 
and have it given her, you are remarkably un- 
spoiled. But for most of us, not all our parents 
can afford to give us everything we think we’d 
like to have. That begins our training. Then along 
comes life to put the finishing touches.” 

“What has life done to you, Julia?” 

“Enough. I don’t suppose you knew it but I 
wanted to stay on at Roehampton. As a religious 
I mean. They said I had no vocation. Well and 
good. I know now they were right. But I know, 
too, that I will never marry for the reason that 
it’s not in me to fall in love. You will probably 
think me mad when I tell you I have an inordinate 
longing to help the people who are — out of luck, 
let’s call it. I’d make a good nurse — a good any- 
thing that wants to be of use. I suppose my year 
of very lively living has developed my limitations. 
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Anyway — if you hear of an entirely inadequate 
missionary to the far ends of Africa, put her 
down as Julia the inefficient, and — pray for me,” 
she laughed. 

“You will be the most passionate pilgrim of us 
all when your time comes, my dear,” said Deirdre 
through a cloud of blue smoke. 

“You talk like an old woman, Deirdre. You’re 
no older than Julia.” 

“I was nineteen in December, but I’ve had a 
world of experience. I’ve always spent my vaca- 
tions with Father until I was graduated, when I 
took Mother’s place. She died so long ago that I 
don’t even remember her. He has been British 
ambassador as long as I have had any recollection 
of anything. He always says that self-control is 
the beginning of true diplomacy. Rather a fine 
character, that father of mine. I’m most fright- 
fully proud of him,” she went on with a little catch 
of the breath. 

Then she got up again and went to look out of 
the long French windows. 

“They’re coming!” 

The procession was evidently entering the 
Place de la Concorde, judging from the noise, the 
music, the cheering. Children danced on the tips 
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of their toes. Everywhere flags were flying. The 
heat had become even more intense. In spite of it, 
laughter lilted everywhere and colors flashed, 
except behind the iron-railed barriers of the 
Tuileries. 

“Does it seem unusually gay to you this year, 
Deirdre ?” said Hansi. “I’ve often been in Paris 
on the Fourteenth of July but there never seemed 
to be such an abandon of joyousness before. It’s 
like — like hysteria.” 

“I thought so last night. Some people I came 
over with took me to the Marigny. Horrid place, 
the summer resort of the Folies Bergeres. They 
were horribly amused. I was disgusted and would 
have gone home except that I was a guest.” 

“I know. Boris would never let me go there. 
But when I’m married I shall go with Niko.” 

“Suppose he won’t take you ?” 

“Oh, he will. As a married woman I’ll have the 
freedom of one. Now it is always, ‘Ce n’est pas 
pour la jeune fille / Well, I’ll stop being a jeune 
filled 

“Who curbs that will of yours to be free now, 
I would like to know?” 

“Boris. Alexandrovna backs him up, but it is 
really Boris.” 
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“So he has that much power !” 

Deirdre, who admired moral force more than 
any quality in man, thought that if he could so 
far regulate the doings of self-willed Hansi, he 
must have strength as well as charm. 

“He always told me that what I would see and 
hear at the Folies Bergeres and the Marigny 
would be vulgar and disillusioning. So I really 
didn’t care to go. I can’t bear anything as revolt- 
ingly coarse as these places, and I hate the faces 
of the people who go to them. But just once, it 
would be an experience. Of course we’d be in- 
cognito, and chiffon veils are fashionable ! I don’t 
for one moment believe I am going to enjoy it, 
but if we are to understand living, we must expe- 
rience every side of life, so that when we come 
into our own we must know how to help our 
people.” 

“Burn your hands I suppose, so that you will 
know by experience how bandages should be ap- 
plied. Good idea. Like reading a vile book so that 
you will know what to tell your children to avoid. 
I may be a pagan, my dear, with no pretense to 
any kind of religion. But — there were mothers in 
your generation and mine, even if you and I did 
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not know them, who believed in keeping their chil- 
dren’s minds rather nice and clean. I think, if I 
were going to marry — and ever have any little 
daughters, I should like to keep them — innocent. 
And it doesn’t hurt any of us to begin with our 
own selves. That’s enough. J’ai parW.” 

“For a worldling you have decided ideas, my 
Deirdre. Perhaps you’re right. What do you think 
about it, Julia?” 

“I’m glad your brother feels that the sort of 
thing Paris stages for the casual tourist is not for 
everyone. Decent Parisians would die rather than 
be seen at places American travelers call French. 
They simply don’t go. When we went home last 
night I felt that the ground would have every 
reason to open up and swallow the wicked city 
alive. It would probably choke doing it.” 

“Rather righto,” Deirdre volunteered. “Have 
you seen the Paris Matin?" 

Hansi shook her head. “I never read the papers 
away from Petersburg.” 

“Not that it is of great importance, though I 
suppose it might be considered so as several peo- 
ple were killed. A strip of ground somewhere 
opened and several carriages and pedestrians fell 
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through. It was on the boulevards just as the 
theaters were closing. Julia must be something of 
a prophet.” 

“I suppose that is what the news men were call- 
ing till dawn. Let us hope there won’t be any 
more casualties, at least till these great crowds 
have all gone home. What a clatter !” 

Red and blue, blue and red. Uniforms big and 
little, baggy and all too tight uniforms that had 
been locked away for a year, two years, six. Uni- 
forms descended from father, friend. Uniforms 
kept as fresh and bright as when they were 
marched on to the Prussians. Uniforms all caked 
with mud and deepening red. That was where 
there had been no woman in the family to keep 
them clean. Soldiers in the uniforms marched 
along gayly enough and many of them sang as 
they went. There was little military discipline. 
There would be plenty later. Perhaps among the 
officers there were some who knew, and were 
lenient. 

“What impractical colors! A country that 
dresses its women so well ought to do better by its 
soldiers.” 

“If there were a war they’d make a splendid 
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target, almost as good a target as the scarlet coats 
of your own British army, Deirdre.” 

“I think they are beautiful.” Hansi wondered 
at herself, for her eyes filled with tears and with- 
out reason. “Their lives are monotonous, pitifully 
so. I suppose the bright colors cheer them up. I 
love to see our hussars in all their glory. Niko 
and Boris are splendid in theirs.” 

Deirdre looked up but did not speak. More than 
once she had seen Boris booted and spurred. Once 
she told him that when he appeared at court she 
always expected him to burst into song. 

“I’ve never seen your brother, Hansi, is he like 
you?” Julia was curious about the man of whom 
she had heard so much. 

“Not a bit. Not one bit. He is fair, but the 
French mammas are careful about inviting him 
because he’s considered something of a devil. He 
often laughs about it. It’s a pose with him. If 
they only knew how little he cares what they 
think. He dances till dawn. Every dawn. Then he 
goes to Mass at the little Greek church on his way 
home.” 

“Has he ever been in love?” Julia asked. 

“Always. He loves to be in love, but never with 
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anyone he can marry. Once I heard him say to a 
woman who adored him but who had a husband, 
‘You know I’m not in the least in love with you, 
even if people think I am. You dance divinely and 
old Carlos worships you. What wonder !’ ” 

Julia laughed. But Deirdre looked beyond the 
marching soldiers to the direction of Avenue 
Gabriel. It was just possible that the people who 
had gone to the Arc to see the assembling, might 
slip down that way to avoid the parallel crowds 
on the Champs Elysees. 

“I take it he’s perfectly safe then.’’ 

“As safe as any man who has been in love all 
his life. No, not really,” as Julia’s eyes asked a 
question. “Temperament. Temperament and an 
artistic sense. They’ve all been beauties. It makes 
life so much more exciting, doesn’t it? And then 
we have each other.” 

“All very well,” said Deirdre, her face turned 
away from them. “What is he going to do when 
you are married? He’ll not have you then.” 

Hansi sighed. “I’ve often wondered. You see 
I’m a safety valve. He can tell me about them and 
I sympathize. When things threaten to be dan- 
gerous he takes me along as chaperon. I wish he 
would fall in love, really in love with someone 
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clever and smart and with character enough to 
live up to the best that’s in him. Oh, there’s a 
wonderful best in Boris. She’d have to have a 
sense of humor to match his own. I suppose she'd 
have to be the usual sixteenth royal.” 

“In other words, you want the millennium. 
Don’t fret, my love. You’ll get it for him. Just 
another of the little things you must have.” 

“That’s being a cat, Deirdre, and you know it.” 
Julia drew her chair closer to Hansi’s. It seemed 
a pity to touch the girl’s childlike happiness. In- 
deed, happiness in a changing Europe and in 
Hansi’s entourage that battled between bombs 
and cholera was short-lived at best. Why curb the 
laughing spirit of eighteen years on the eve of a 
marriage that promised so well ? But Hansi only 
put out a slender hand heavy with the weight of 
Niko’s emerald, and patted Deirdre on the cheek. 

“I don’t mind her. I’ve always loved cats. In- 
deed I wish it might be one of you.” At which 
Deirdre flushed again. She drew herself away, 
laughing to conceal her embarrassment. 

“I mean it, you dear goose. Oh, I know the little 
secretaries and charges have been after you. You 
could pick and choose where you please. You are 
what I want for him, just the same.” 



32 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

“You said he needs beauty. No one could ac- 
cuse me of having it.” 

Hansi studied her critically. “No. You have 
good eyes and lovely chestnut hair. Your mouth 
is clever. Let me see the profile again. That 
retrousse nose of yours always makes me want 
to laugh. You have much more chic than beauty. 
It’s your cleverness, your manner, the utter sang- 
froid of it, and the way you wear your clothes. 
Any woman would envy you, Deirdre.” 

“You cover me with confusion. Is there any- 
thing else ? We all like to hear about ourselves.” 

“A great deal. You know your world and how 
things must be done. You don’t bother with sur- 
faces unless they’re amusing. Little things have 
no place in your outlook. You have insight into 
human nature. The most fascinating women in 
history haven’t been the great beauties. They 
have been plain women who made up for their 
want of physical attractiveness with great 
charm. The only thing about you that would 
frighten me is your complete paganism. You 
are too advanced for the age. In spite of your 
cleverness, you’ve never understood the most im- 
portant thing in life.” 
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“I lack more than Christianity, if that is what 
you are looking for.’’ 

“What?” 

“The sixteenth royal.” 

“My dear girl, you can get around that. The 
ambassador represents his sovereign. Your father 
represented Queen Victoria and King Edward. 
Now he is the personal representative of King 
George. Doesn’t that make his daughter an 
adopted princess?” Hansi laughed. “So it does. 
Anyway we would create you one of us. But it 
is the pagan spirit I mind.” 

“We’ll have to see what we can do about it. I 
think I can tell you what one trouble has been.” 

Julia opened her eyes to their widest. “You 
really have thought about it, then?” 

“Yes. A phrase from the earliest ages has clung 
to my mind — ‘See how these Christians love one 
another.’ I’ve not found them like that — always. 
Oh, I grant you that among our friends, at school 
and that sort of thing, there was tremendous 
kindness. But — the uncharitableness I have heard 
since I left Roehampton! At court people tear 
each other limb from limb — and reputation means 
so little! If I could find an outstanding example 
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of charity in a high place, who knows what 
might happen ?” Changing the subject, she said 
abruptly, “I understand Boris spent last night 
at Ciro's, came back for a hot bath about six and 
went for a ride in the Bois before he joined 
Prince Nikolai up at the Arc. Does he ever 
sleep?” 

“Once or twice a week. He never likes to miss 
a sunrise.” Before she could go further, the door 
of an outside room was flung wide open, and a 
small body seemed to catapult itself out onto the 
balcony straight to Johanna's arms. 

“Iskra !” 

“All of us. Iskra and Motherkin, and Mikail 
and Brother Boris and Niko.” The child's laugh- 
ter lilted to a trill. “Just like our night prayers!” 
Niko cried. “You must never let him look at little 
live tin soldiers again. If you do, he'll cry. I can't 
bear it." 



CHAPTER II 


“So the thrilled flame answers the music’s call. 

And leaps and burns with sudden new-born fire; 

So flames the soul, when Love, the Glorifier, 

Lifts it on wings of joy celestial to heavens of high 
desire.” John Oxenham 

“What made him cry?” Hansi asked, looking 
over the child’s head to Nikolai. Iskra still in her 
arms, she took her place at the tea table. Even 
there the little girl flatly refused to be put down. 

“I was up on Boris’ shoulder watchin’ ’em walk 
round and round. I looked at Niko. A tear 
dropped out of an eye an’ fell on a cheek. I leaned 
over an’ wiped it off with my hankie.” Satisfied 
with having told her story, she wriggled down 
and went to sit at her mother’s feet. In spite of 
her youth and strength Alexandrovna was utterly 
exhausted. When she closed her eyes for a mo- 
ment, Mikail, a boy of about five, fanned her with 
such violence that the tortoise sticks of the fan 
were in danger. 

3$ 
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“How true is that baby’s story?” Julia asked 
Vladimir. “And why?” 

“The foolish soft-heartedness of a soldier who 
sees a country marching into a blind alley. That’s 
what old France is doing. Even Boris was 
touched, though he had the strength of character 
not to show it, eh ?” 

“Rather. I say, Iskra, where did you find the 
notes you sing when you speak?” Boris thought 
it wise for the moment to divert attention from 
himself. “What are you going to do with them 
when you grow up? Sing to us from an opera 
stage? Speak to us from the Russian Court 
Theater? Or just be a siren and lure victims to 
your rock?” 

The child, conscious she was being teased, but 
not in the least understanding, buried her face in 
her mother’s lap, then from her safe shelter 
opened one eye to look at her older brother. 

“Please stop it, Boris.” Iskra’s mother was not 
too exhausted to rise to the defense of her little 
girl’s unconsciousness. “You can’t tell what ideas 
you may be putting in her head.” 

“Nonsense, Alex, you don’t believe what Boris 
says could touch a child as young as Iskra?” 
Nikolai asked. 
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“I’m afraid I do, my dear.” She smiled, to 
soften her criticism. “Vanity, self-consciousness 
— I want to keep her from any of it.” 

“Why, she’s only three! Suppose she is a bit 
puffed up for a moment, what harm could it do ? 
Let me see, will you? You know, Alex, I’ve 
always told you you had exaggerated ideas about 
bringing up your babies.” 

“Go ahead, Nikolai — this once. I know Iskra.” 

Nikolai leaned down and lifted the child’s head 
from its resting place. “What is Boris trying to 
say to you?” She laughed into his face showing 
all her pearly teeth. 

“I won’t tell.” 

“Not tell Niko? Come along, lamb. Never hes- 
itate to speak out. What did he say?” 

“I’m a ’cello. You an’ Hansi said so too. A 
— ’cello.” Her laughter was the gamut of a scale. 
She sat up straight then, quite triumphant. It was 
no small feat to catch the attention of the Olym- 
pians. 

“You see? I prove my theory. They are never 
too young to take in the things we do not want 
them to understand.” At which Iskra, looking in- 
quiringly up at her mother, asked, “Motherkin, 
what is a ’cello?” 
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“I’ll tell you,” Boris answered. “It’s the grand- 
father of a violin. How do you like that?” 

“Then Niko’s a goose. Everybody’s a goose 
that tells Iskra she’s— she’s that. Now I’m going 
to sing about the wee tin soldiers.” Having 
caught the attention of an audience she had no 
intention of losing it. Held back as Alexandrovna 
held her children back, this was a rare opportu- 
nity to show what she could do. 

Nikolai turned to Deirdre. “Something of a 
condescension on the part of our Iskra. I have 
begged her to sing more than once. She never 
would.” And then to the horror of them all, the 
lovely childish notes rang out, clear and correct 
as a chime: 

“Allons, enfants de la Patrie — 

Le jour de gloire est arrive !”■ — 

“Oh, hush, my sweet,” Alexandrovna cried, 
catching the small singer in her arms to quiet her. 
“Where did you ever learn such a song? Where 
could you hear it? You must not.” 

How could any of them foresee then that 
within less than a month, a band of Apaches and 
worse would be arrested for singing those very 
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words ; that all Paris would be placarded with the 
sign — “Every person caught singing seditious 
songs will be arrested and summarily dealt with.” 
Though it afterwards was to assume the place of 
a national hymn, to sing the Marseillaise in the 
summer of 1914 was considered indeed sedition! 

“I wonder where she picked it up?” Even 
Johanna, seldom separated from the child, was 
mystified. 

“I know.” Mikail spoke with the assurance of 
his five summers. 

“It was nursie. At home. A man taught her. I 
listened out of my window. I heard the man say 
everybody would be singing it some day. I saw 
the light on him and he wore a bright red blouse. 
Nursie sang it afterwards all the time. She taught 
it to Iskra. Iskra’s voice is prettier than nursie’s. 
Nursie sings like a frog in the pond. I can sing it 
too. I can sing a lot of songs.” 

“No seditions, Mikail, please. Are you as much 
a violin’s grandfather as Iskra, old chap ?” asked 
his brother. 

“That’s only for girls,” the little boy an- 
swered with some scorn. “I sing a man’s song.” 

He stood at salute, straight as a small pine 
tree. Even cynical Deirdre held her breath as the 
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strong’ young voice rang out in one of the most 
inspiring national lyrics ever composed: “ Boje 
Tsaria khrani! Silnyi der javnyi — ” and on to 
the end. Those who listened were motionless, 
spellbound. When the applause died out his 
mother said, “When all the other national an- 
thems of Europe shall have become absorbed into 
something less beautiful, this one will live.” 

“Please God,” Hansi breathed. 

“Are you so sure, Alex?” 

“ Perhaps it is because I am not so sure that I 
try to believe it.” 

“Why are you not sure?” asked Julia. “Some- 
times I’ve had a feeling that we are on the edge 
of a volcano, even here in France. What makes 
you feel — things are uncertain ?” 

“The man who taught the children's nurse the 
Marseillaise is not the only one in Russia to 
spread treason. And then, of course, there are the 
bombs. None of us like to think of possibilities. 
But there is something deeper than feeling that 
warns one.” 

“Is that why you tell the children over and 
over the things they must always remember when 
they are grown up ?” 
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Alexandrovna smiled. “So you have heard that, 
Hansi? Not only when they are grown up. But — 
if they should ever be left alone.” 

“You’re morbid and tired to-day, Alex. It’s 
only that.” 

“No. Not only to-day. Always. Wasn’t there 
someone, a Jesuit somewhere, who said, ‘Give me 
a child till he’s four and I will answer for his 
soul’?” 

“Four is very young.” 

“Yes, Nikolai, I grant you it is, but first im- 
pressions are the ones that outlive the rest. I 
want my children to know enough to stand up 
for the right no matter what may happen to me, 
or to their father.” 

“Alex, let them say their lesson for Julia and 
Deirdre. Do please. I ask you. /, Hansi.” 

“What nonsense. If you make fun of them 
they might never want to say them again.” 

“On my honor as a gentlewoman I promise no 
one will make fun.” 

“Very well. Kneel down, children. You are 
going to say your prayers and your lesson. Then 
you must go with Naya.” 

To the children of Alexandrovna’s house, obe- 
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dience was as the breath of life. They stood be- 
fore her hand in hand. Then they went on their 
knees. 

“Our Father/’ Iskra tried to keep up with her 
brother. There was something in his code that 
made him think in order to be a man he must be 
the first out with the words. 

“Slowly, Mikail. Iskra can’t keep up with you. 
You must think what you are saying.” 

“Hail Mary — ” and on to Amen. 

“That was better. Now the blessing.” 

“God bless Motherkin and Fatherkin, Boris, 
Hansi, Iskra, Mikail—” suddenly they stopped 
short, their eyes fixed on Prince Vladimir. 

“Hansi says Niko will be our brother,” volun- 
teered Iskra. “It’s a God bless him too.” 

“Motherkin didn’t say so,” remonstrated 
Mikail. 

“Motherkin says so now — and always.” 

“God bless Niko. Amen.” 

“Stand up, my little children. Is there some- 
thing you must never, never forget as long as you 
shall live?” 

Mikail took Iskra by the hand. Like small par- 
rots they recited the words they had been taught 
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to say from the time they had been able to speak 
at all : 

“Believe in God. Love Him. Serve Him. He is 
Father, Son, Holy Ghost. Love our Lady Mary, 
Mother of our Lord Jesus Christ. Pray to Saint 
Joseph for a happy death. Never to lie. Never to 
steal. Never to be unkind. Never to say or do any- 
thing we would be ashamed of. And always be 
good to the poor.” 

There was the ceremony of a courteous bow. 
Another at the door. Whether awake or asleep, 
they would be visited by Alexandrovna and 
Hansi, later on when night had fallen. Then they 
were borne away by the nurse who had succeeded 
the singing Papova. Naya carried herself as one 
privileged to wear the embroidered velvet and 
high boots that not even the heat of Paris for- 
bade, on so great a fete as that of July Four- 
teenth. 

“You are unworldly, Alex,” said Boris. 

“Surely you don’t believe that if they were ever 
left alone with only that, they would remember?” 

“I’m afraid I do. When they are older they 
will learn other prayers and other principles by 
which to live. At present there are to be no com- 
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plications. Babies as they are, the primitive truths 
are there. They know them and are ready to fight 
to defend them. I’d not be afraid.” 

“You are a fatalist as well as unworldly. I’ve 
watched you catch at time and try to pave a way 
for those two babies as if you expected them to 
be stranded to-morrow. Don’t you realize, Alex, 
that Hansi and I would never desert them?” 

Alexandrovna rose. “You are a dear, Boris. 
And so is Hansi. I could always trust you both. 
You know that. But — can we trust fate? Can we 
see into the future? Good night. Don’t sit up too 
late, either of you. We’ve a long journey ahead.” 

,♦•••••* 

“Not you, Niko.” Hansi put a hand on his arm 

to hold him back. 

They stood alone on the balcony after the 
others had gone. The statue of Strassburg had 
supplemented her crepe draperies with wreaths 
and garlands. Her lap was filled with flowers 
that had been tossed to her since early morning. 
Dark shadows clung to the clouds above the gar- 
dens of the Tuileries. Shadows crept, like grasp- 
ing claws, up the Champs Elysees from the Place 
de la Concorde to the Bois. How could these two 
or anyone predict that within but little over 
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a decade the historic Avenue du Bois de Bou- 
logne would be crowned with the name of one 
whom already the French soldiery acclaimed as 
leader; one whom the calendar of the Church 
might one day venerate as saint? 

Looking off to the dome of the Invalides, Hansi 
asked, “What was wrong with Alex, Niko ? She 
was in a prophetic mood, wasn’t she? Much more 
than depressed. What was it, do you think?” 

How much did he dare tell her? It had to 
be told — the tragic news that Paris spoke in 
whispers. They were almost at the eve of their 
marriage. How could he break it to her? Alex- 
androvna’s prophetic eyes had seen the finger 
pointing. There could be no doubt of it. Her ex- 
haustion was caused by more than fatigue and 
the heat of July. 

“I am afraid there have been rumors in the air 
since Sarajevo. Nobody quite knows what may 
happen. We’re fatalists, we Russians, Hansi. I 
think Alex is more a fatalist than you, or I, but 
it is a trait of our race and we can’t seem to 
escape.” 

Johanna was bewildered. “I don’t see, though, 
how the trouble in a little place like Sarajevo 
could affect Russia. Why is she so certain? You 
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are not certain?” Questioning, frightened, her 
eyes looked into his. “Poor Hansi, don’t you ever 
read the papers ?” She shook her head, laughing, 
“Wicked of me, isn’t it?” 

“Just now it might he useful. You see that the 
assassination of the Crown Prince was brought 
about by Serbian university students — they hated 
him. So of course Austria has issued an ultima- 
tum against Serbia. We are Serbia’s advisers 
and allies. There is a rumor — a strong rumor — 
that as we are her advisers, Germany will issue 
an ultimatum against Russia. France is already 
preparing to mobilize against Germany.’ 

“Niko — does it mean the world. Does it mean 
that — you would go ? Does it mean Boris ?” 

“I think so.” He tried to speak quietly as 
though it were not of great importance. “The 
rumors to-day are rather ominous. Of course if 
there were a war, it could only last a month or 
two — perhaps three. With so many involved it 
would come to an end through its own strength. 
It was touching to see the little French soldiers. 
Some of them so young, and some grizzled vet- 
erans. Some of their fathers were in the Franco- 
Prussian War. They were comparing notes at 
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the Baronne de Bonvouloir’s where we watched 
the procession.” 

But Johanna did not like the look on Prince 
Vladimir’s face. All the sparkle and gayety 
seemed crushed out of it. “Niko dear. Suppose 
the skies are sinister to-day; they can’t hurt us, 
you and me, I mean. Think how often revolution 
has threatened Russia. It has never come. And it 
will be the same way with the war. The heads of 
Europe are too wise to allow so dreadful a thing 
to happen.” 

“I would like to agree with you, my Hansi. But 
for years it’s looked as if the powers wanted 
something, anything, to bring about a change. 
Sarajevo is as good an excuse as anything.” 

“If the world believed in the Ten Command- 
ments it couldn’t happen.” 

“The world doesn’t. That is the trouble. Per- 
haps after a war it may. It would not be the first 
time fire has fallen from Heaven !” 

“You know more than you are willing to admit 
to me, Niko. Tell me. I’m not afraid.” 

“It means — it means the postponement of our 
wedding.” 

Johanna, pale already, turned livid. “You don’t 
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mean that.” He wanted to explain. How tell her 
there was danger, in the near future, of more 
than war ? 

“Only for a short time. Unless — unless you 
would be willing to marry me, now? Would you, 
dearest?” 

Hansi rose from her place beside him and went 
to look at the darkening sky. The heat of the long 
day was turning to storm. Far out beyond the 
Seine lightning flashed. A dull rumbling shook 
the earth. Now and again the Eiffel Tower was 
brought into vivid silhouette. 

She was silent a long time. What was wrong 
with Nikolai? He knew perfectly well her prep- 
arations had been made, and once she decided 
what she was going to do, not even he could make 
her change. 

“I don’t think so,” she said at last. “We will go 
on with what we have arranged. Julia has come 
all the way from America, and Deirdre from 
England. We can’t change now. Then there are 
the frocks.” 

“I’m afraid, malaya mine, the frock-makers 
will close their ateliers.” 

“Not they. My order is colossal. And besides, 
we have to have our honeymoon in Cornwall and 
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Devonshire. Nothing is changed, Nicks. You just 
think it is because you’ve heard frightening re- 
ports.” 

She turned about and faced him. “Let’s go back 
to Saint Petersburg as we had planned, and then 
if things go a little wrong, we can have our wed- 
ding just the same and come away.” 

She was like a child. Vladimir wondered 
whether she could not see, or whether she was 
determined not to look. 

“It would be hard to leave you — my bride — 
right after our wedding. But I would have to do 
it, Hansi ” 

“Niko — since the war — if there is a war — is 
going to be over so soon, I’ll tell you what I will 
do. We’ll postpone it, yes. I have set my heart on 
just the wedding I want. I will stay in Paris. You 
go out to Russia and carry on. A month or two. 
Then come back to me here in Paris. I’ll try to 
keep Julia and Deirdre with me.” 

He took both her hands in his. “All right then. 
It’s decided. There is something I want you to do 
for me.” 

“What, Niko?” 

“Take whatever you have of any value and put 
it in your bank. It will make things easier for 
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you, if I have to be away longer than I expect. 
I really feel safer with you here than in Russia 
at present. And if there should be war— probably 
much of the fighting will be closer to France than 
to Russia. Paris is quite safe, and you would be 
near me, and nearer to Boris. I don’t like to 
think of you in Saint Petersburg without me.” 
“Boris would have to go too ?” 

“Every man of right age, sound in mind and 

body.” 

“If you both leave me, how can I bear it ? What 
do you want me to do?” That the situation was 
serious she was only now beginning to realize. 

“You are going to accept another wedding 
present from me. I wasn’t going to tell you about 

it until after our marriage.” 

“But, Niko my own, I have my coronet and 
necklace — nothing could be added to such a pres- 
ent as that !” 

“I am putting some money in the Bank of 
England for you. I want you to feel that every- 
thing as far as you are concerned is quite safe.” 

“But, my dear boy, I have plenty of money — 
my own fortune — in Petersburg and Moscow. 
You know that?” 

“I want you to have it transferred to your 
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bank here. Oh, it may be only an idea of mine. I 
take all the responsibility. I want you to do it at 
once. Even a week later it may be impossible. Will 
you ?” 

“You seem suddenly to have taken on all the 
fatalism of traditional Russia, my poor Niko! If 
it will please you, yes.” 

“Then, malaya , come and sit down. Write as I 
dictate.” 

“Nicks darling, I'm really not helpless. If the 
worst came to the worst I could use my hands — 
I could be a nurse, or something ” 

He smiled at that. “ "The spirit may be willing' 
— come, dear — write.” 



CHAPTER III 

“In the dim dawn they went. And some came back ” 

John Oxenham 

“Hush, Hansi. Someone will hear you. I tell you 
I have to go back. You have never failed me be- 
fore. You’ve been more valiant than the generals, 
as valiant as kings ! You are not going to fail me 
now.” 

Boris watched his sister closely. They were sit- 
ting side by side at Larue’s on one of the velvet- 
cushioned seats that ran the length of the 
walls. Their table was nearest the door. In the 
fighting years Hansi, like many women, had been 
buoyed up, tireless, obedient as a soldier to the 
expedient end. But her eyes had lost something. 
Boris could not tell what. The self-willed outlines 
of her mouth had been replaced by shadows. It 
had all lasted so long, so hopelessly, alonely long. 
At times she drew the little white velvet jacket 
closer as though she were icy cold. She struggled 
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with her tears. When she tried to answer her 
brother her voice broke, twice. 

“Pretend to eat even if you’re not hungry,” he 
said to give her time to collect herself. “The fish 
is really good. You’ll want more if you do. And 
let me give you a drop of Sauterne. Here. I’ll 
pour it. It is better at Larue’s than any place in 
Paris. You know we’re awfully lucky to dine here 
at all, between the fighting and shortage of food. 
Men waiters are lame ducks, poor devils ! When 
they’re not men they’re girls. If it lasts much 
longer you and I will have to live at Papa Duval’s 
when I come to Paris !” 

Hansi lifted tired lashes and managed to smile. 
“I often do when I’m alone. I can lose myself in 
the crowd at the one on Rue de Rivoli. Sometimes 
the men at my table smell of garlic and use tooth- 
picks. I pull a veil down on the inside of my eyes, 
stifle my nose and go ahead.” 

“Mufti?” 

“Never in the daytime, and at night only when 
you come. My uniform is a protection. But even 
the uniform shivers at toothpicks, and garlic is 
no respecter of persons ! 

“I suppose Jeanne d’Arc wouldn’t have minded 
either. If I feel myself weakening I look out at 
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her statue, then nothing matters. I mean small 
things, disagreeable ones.” 

“What sort of people go to Duval’s? Few left, 
I should say.” 

“Oh, all kinds. Old men and women, disabled 
soldiers, men on leave, espions. One day I heard a 
sort of guttural French and was saved the trouble 
of reporting it by a— I thought she was a child 
of ten or eleven, but she was a grown girl appar- 
ently, who gave me one look and walked up to 
the caisse. The man was carried out howling like 
a wild beast. It took a good deal of looking at 
Jeanne d’Arc before I could go back there. Once, 
when I was sitting at my usual corner table, a 
man whose face was all scarred with cuts came 
in and sat beside me. They were not new wounds ; 
saber cuts they were, Heidelberg most likely. The 
top of his head was a flat brush, like Hinden- 
burg’s. He drank his soup out of the bowl in great 
gulps, with strange noises. And he pulled a huge 
sausage out of his pocket and began to eat it — 
just like that — when the waitress in charge of 
our section came up to him and told him it was 
against the rules. He tried to put an arm around 
her waist.” Hansi shivered. “She gave him a 
sound soufflet on the ears. The manager at the 
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other end of the room, a big woman like a grena- 
dier, came to see what it was all about. I was 
wedged in behind the creature so that it was im- 
possible to escape. Some soldiers on leave were 
there and took him. He screamed and fought. It 
was dreadful. Oh, I know those screams — Must 
it all go on, Boris? Is there nothing that will stop 
it?” 

“Not yet. America’s coming in is the best thing 
that has happened to Europe. She’s not awfully 
well trained, but she has a will that’s better than 
any training. One of the boys said to me, ‘We’ve 
come to beat the heinies and we’re going to do it. 
This — war’s got to stop. The little old U. S. 
intends to stop it.’ ” 

“God grant she may. She’s big and strong. She 
might, she just might, put an end to the whole 
thing. I’ve heard the American boys don’t know 
what fear is, poor lads.” 

“They know what pluck is. That’s going to pull 
them through whether they are seasoned in this 
war game or not. I say, you’re not eating. Please, 
Hansi, for my sake. And I thought I’d ordered 
such a wonderful dinner. There’s nothing but 
salad after the salmis. This is a party, you know. 
We’ve got to enjoy it. There, that’s better. 
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People have a nasty way of staring. The man 
I’ve seen here before, the one with lynx eyes and 
a long thin nose, is gazing at you as if he’d never 
seen a pretty girl in his life. If he had on a uni- 
form there’d be some excuse. But he hasn’t. No — 
don’t look yet. Wait till he fixes those beady eyes 
on someone else. His metier must be curiosity. 
Now. Quick, before he turns. Haven’t you ever 
seen him?” 

She barely lifted tired eyelids. When she saw 
the man the revulsion of feeling was so strong 
that she almost laughed aloud. “Funny Boris! 
When one is all keyed up to a high pitch things 
are abnormal or tragic or mysterious, or all three. 
Don’t you know who that poor creature is? 
Deirdre told me. The last time we were here, she 
and Julia and I before they went to Italy, he 
never took his eyes off Deirdre. That’s why he 
watches me. He used to follow her about like a 
shadow. Perhaps he thinks I know where she is.” 

“I’m not surprised. She is one of the most — 
magnetic women I’ve ever known.” 

“I’m glad you feel it. Some people do — some 
people think she’s a living impersonation of Mont 
Blanc.” 

“Well I must confess that the idea of warmth 
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and cordiality hardly fits the lady. It is her 
coolness, her calm assurance, sureness of herself, 
her perfect poise, that appeal to one.” 

“If you can feel all that, what of the common 
herd?” 

“They’d probably not appreciate it. Well, tell 
me about lynx-eye ?” 

Hansi actually laughed. “He’s that despicable 
animal that tracks down women who buy things 
here in Paris and reports them to their govern- 
ments. Deirdre used to spend thousands a day. 
She said it kept the shops open and the employees' 
on a pay roll. I happened to know that she wasn’t 
buying for herself, but for the nouvecmx pauvres. 
She’s so generous. She bought them really lovely 
things and gave them to people we had both 
known before the war. It seems that this man 
goes about from one restaurant to another listen- 
ing to conversations and reporting them. He must 
have extraordinary ears.” 

“He has bad eyes. Curious habit he seems to 
have contracted, he shades them with his hand, as 
if he’d been snow-blinded. But he’s a cad all the 
same and ought to be thrown out.” 

“I’ve seen him stare at Deirdre like that — with 
his hand over his eyes.” 
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“Some day he will be whipped/’ 

“No — ” Hansi answered quietly. “He is doing 
his job. It may be an ignoble job, but when bread 
is not only black but very scarce even a spy can’t 
pick or choose.” 

“How did you discover who and what he is ?” 

“Julia asked the cloak woman. She knows all 
about everyone, probably all about you and me. 
She told Julia this man goes to the houses of the 
great modistes and furriers, finds out who the 
people are who buy, and how much they pay. 
Then they are caught either at their hotels or at 
the docks. He’s not French — or English — Oh, 
Boris — he can’t be ” 

“I’m afraid he is.” 

“Who but Lenin or Trotsky care what we buy 
— or give our poor ” 

“ Darling , I beg you — no names.” 

A slight blush showed shell-pink beneath the 
white transparency of Johanna’s skin. 

“I’m sorry. I can’t always remember to be dis- 
creet. What has become of the children — ? Two 
months ago that — ghastly time — none of us know 
— Mikail — his bright little face all twisted and 
crying — Iskra ” 

“Please — dear — You must not forget — other- 
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wise I can have no peace — and — in flying — one 
must have peace of mind — at least.” 

The girl who rarely slept, who was in a con- 
stant state of bewilderment, looked at him through 
half-dazed eyes. What would have been clear a 
short time ago, puzzled her sorely to-night. 

"If privacy is so essential, Boris, why not Rue 
Nito, or your own apartment, or one of the little 
restaurants across the river? This place is so 
public.” 

“That’s why I come here. If either of us has 
been under suspicion, we would be all the more 
suspected if we tried to conceal our comings and 
goings. Here in face of all the world we are less 
apt to attract attention. We have nothing to hide. 
Besides — there are very few left in Paris to know 
— or even care what becomes of us.” 

Hansi nodded her head. “You are right about 
that. A friend of Deirdre’s came through last 
week from Rome with a letter to me. I went to 
the Crillon to see her. Not a soul knew me, nor I 
a soul. The old lame man was still behind the desk 
but he did not recognize me. I was glad of that. 
I never thought we should live to think of Paris 
as a barren steppe, and bleak. Indeed, Boris, one 
is easily lost here now.” 
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“Nevertheless, as Fraulein Sendel of an im- 
poverished Vienna, you have a personality not 
altogether undistinguished, and a mysterious if 
useless brother who has a way of turning up from 
nowhere when least expected. Fortunately the 
Powers that Be know me, otherwise I might be 
considered an undesirable alien or a conscientious 
objector! I have a little investigating to do to- 
night before packing my kit. I suppose there’s 
nothing I can do for you? Funds all right, 
Hansi?” 

At the mention of his going, tears once more 
sprang to her eyes. She tried in vain to hide them. 

“Oh, my dear, what am I going to do with you? 
Have you forgotten that our first lesson in life 
was — ‘Back straight, head up, eyes front, emo- 
tions concealed !' ” She raised her head then, and 
sat immobile, slender hands clenched as in a vice. 
When she spoke, her tone was so low he had to 
bend his head to listen. 

“That was different, Boris.” 

“It was preparation, just as Alexandrovna’s 
lesson to the children was a preparation.” 

“Poor Alex. She did see ahead. But her babies 
were never put through our paces, Boris. I re- 
member so well being marched past that old maze 
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in the garden while someone hidden behind it 
fired a shot across our path. Do you remember? 
If we jumped or screamed we were punished. 
And we might not stop. We had to keep on and 
smile as we went. It was a good drill, but only a 
drill and we played it as a game. But now? It’s 
not so easy when one is older and understands 
what it’s all about. I’m twenty, you know. And 
there’s not a sorrow in all the world I don’t 
understand. And I know that happiness is just 
like those little ephemeral things with wings that 
flew into the garden once a year and disappeared 
the next day. You know what I mean ? My ephem- 
eral joy died in the beginning. I think I’ve almost 
lost hope.” 

“You shan’t lose hope while I have my strength 
and the will to win. I’d never deceive you and I’d 
not rouse false expectations. Oh, I know it is 
something we ought not to speak about, but I 
must. Don’t you realize why I am going this 
time?” 

“I thought it was a mission for the emigres?” 

“Oh, my poor little sister, you twenty, I twenty- 
four. I feel forty-eight. But only twenty and 
twenty-four can do what I am setting out to do 
in these breathless days. Not only Mikail and 
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Iskra — not only they — there are six million, nine 
hundred and ninety-eight thousand besides our 
sister and brother. And among those other mil- 
lions are the children of so many of our own 
people, our own kind, Hansi — thieves, marauders 
— whatever they’ve made of them.” 

“I know, I know. They say that somewhere 
here in Paris, there is an old woman who looks 
out for whatever children manage to escape 
across the border into France. There are strange 
rumors. Some say nobody knows who she is or 
where she goes or why she does it. And nobody 
knows who brings the children.” 

“All fairy tales. Don’t believe a word of it. If 
there were such a woman I would have heard 
about her.” 

Somehow in what he did not tell her, Hansi 
understood that Boris knew more about the aban- 
doned children of their country than he was will- 
ing to confide even to her. She had heard in the 
mysterious way news has of traveling, that unless 
the children were saved now, they would soon 
become a scandal to the world, a menace to the 
very life of Russia. And with the awakening, 
came a suspicion of what Boris might be trying 
to do about it. 
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“You’ll never get out alive,” she said under her 
breath. “Niko” — it was the first time she had 
spoken his name for more than eighteen months 
— “Niko never got out alive. And I sent him 
away from me. He wanted us to be married be- 
fore — I sent him away because I wanted a big 
wedding — Oh, my God !” 

“Hush, dear, hush. I can promise you he is 
alive. I know all about him. I can’t tell you where 
he is. But he is alive, and this time I intend to 
find him.” 

“Did he stay back because he wanted to help 
them all ? There have been times when I thought 
they had — killed him too.” 

“No. But he had to obey. That’s all I can tell 
you. There might be a hope of his coming back — - 
either as an emigre, in which case he could never 
return to finish his job — or — afterwards.” 

They were practically alone now. The people 
had gone. Even the man who stared at Hansi had 
reluctantly risen and gone slowly out to a dark- 
ened Rue Royale. Boris noticed the strain in 
Hansi’s eyes. He did not like it. 

"I know what they have done to him, Boris. I 
can’t lie to you, even by silence.” 

“Then you’ve given him up, malaya?” 
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“I would trust my soul and its salvation to 
him.*’ Boris was astounded. 

‘‘You knew about the — marriage ?” 

Looking steadily into his face she nodded. “I 
knew.” 

“Who told you?” 

“One of the flyers. No — Niko did not write. 
He told the man what to say.” 

“God alone knows what he is doing, with a wife 
on the Volga, a hand in the hand of the emigres 
of the world, the confidence of Lenin's govern- 
ment, and — you, in his heart. How is it all going 
to end? Vladimir’s fate is typical of the irrelevan- 
cies of Europe !” 

“The marriage is no marriage. He is being 
used by the government, such as it is. I know my 
Niko. He can be trusted. Whoever the woman is, 
he would have told her. His life must be torture. 
There is always the possibility of his being found 
out. They would kill him if they knew. Oh, I 
understand a great deal more than you about it, 
my dear, my dear.” 

“Then you see how it is that he has their trust 
and can sometimes go outside the state ? He could 
never have moved about as freely if he had not 
obeyed their commands.” 
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“I know. And now, Boris, you must take me 
to Rome.” 

“The Sinister Embassy of Via Gaeta is Argus- 
eyed. It won’t do.” 

“You mean he might come to Rome and it 
would not be safe for me to be seen speaking to 
him?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’ll not speak to him. I promise you.” 

“If he were to fly to Rome and you were to 
meet, how could you avoid speaking to him? You 
know he worships you — still.” 

“Deirdre. There’s nothing to prevent her tell- 
ing him. I can depend on Deirdre. But in any case 
I must go to Rome.” Hansi wanted to go to Rome. 
Boris was at his wits’ end. The century had not 
yet edged its prow into the disconcerting sea of 
irregular unions that were later to engulf it. The 
time was coming when on the eleventh of each 
November whole nations would stand at attention 
for a noonday moment. The two minute silence 
would be in memory of patriotic dead, but the 
war would not have come to an end. With the 
flying of triumphant flags one eighteenth of No- 
vember the warring on something far more vital 
than any national economics would have begun. 



66 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

Boris, with the farseeing vision common to his 
race, realized at least part of it. However in 
theory peoples might scorn the ethics of a Soviet 
republic, the new Commission formed to regulate 
Russian marriage was the first flame to light a 
hell of moral disorder that was to engulf a trag- 
edy that had once been civilization. 

“No one is listening. But we must speak softly, 
for walls have ears. Any misstep on our part 
might send Nikolai to Lubyanka II. Ulianovsk is 
not far from Moscow. Niko is first and foremost 
a Czarist. The Soviet considers him that worst of 
beasts, a renegade. Believing this, knowing that 
one eighth of his brain is cleverer than the whole 
mind of modern Russia put together, they have 
entrusted him with their state secrets, including 
the manner of their marriage system, which so 
far has not leaked out. If it is ever discovered 
that he is working for the emigres under the dis- 
guise of a Bolshevist patriot, Heaven help him. 
But to do what he must do for the Czarists out- 
side Russia as well as to help them to escape from 
there, he had to go the utmost limit. Therefore as 
far as you are concerned, Hansi, he is dead. 
You’ve got to accept it.” 
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“His marriage is no marriage,” she repeated 
stubbornly. 

“The G.P.U. considers it one. He consented to 
sign the register. Until it is dissolved, and the 
powers are free to dissolve it without reason, the 
woman is his wife.” 

“Not in the eyes of God. There was no religious 
ceremony.” 

“The State would not have considered a reli- 
gious ceremony a marriage.” 

“If a man or a woman should refuse to obey 
and sign the register with whatever person the 
Commission selects, what would happen?” 

“Prison in the House of Death probably. Any 
indiscretion on our part might send him to it. 
And not only prison. They never hesitate to kill.” 

“And what about you, Boris? Would they 
force you into that kind of marriage? I’d never 
let you leave Paris if I thought they would.” 

“No. I am supposed to be an Austrian flyer in 
support of the Soviet. I belong to the Secret Serv- 
ice of the present government and help carry on 
the policy of the Ochrana with a difference. They 
can’t touch an Austrian citizen. As to Boris de 
Kasatkin, he was supposed to have been mur- 
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dered at the same time as Alex, Father and the 
children. No one really knows what became of 
you. If it had not been for poor Naya, who gave 
her life to save Iskra and Mikail, I would believe 
they’d been killed too. She managed to get them 
out of Petersburg with some peasants who were 
loyal to Nicholas. But that is all we know. If I 
were a Russian it would be a different story.” 

“Thank God you are free from that, at least. 
Boris ■” 

“Yes?” 

“You won’t have to take me with you. I’ll go 
by train. And I’ll start to-morrow. I’ll not even 
stay in the city. No one would ever notice me if 
I were to live at the Blue Nuns’, out on the Celio. 
I’d be near Julia and Deirdre, anyway, without 
living in the same house.” 

“Lonely here, aren’t you ?” 

“Terribly. Oh, if you only knew how I long to 
be in Rome ! I want the ilexes, acacias and olean- 
ders, and the smell of freesias and tangerines. I 
want to be lazy with the sirocco and energetic 
with the tramontana. I want armfuls of flowers 
and to see the Dome looming over the world! I 
feel safer there than anywhere in life. Oh, Boris, 
don’t you love to lift the old leather flaps at the 
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tioors of Roman churches, and smell the incense 
and candle lights of centuries ? I want the age-old 
peace of it. You see why I must go?” 

He laughed then, but without much mirth. 
“I’m afraid you’ve won. I’ll occasionally be near 
enough to keep a brotherly eye on you. You must 
be Hansi Sendel there too. That will give me the 
excuse I will want for seeing you when I fly to 
Rome.” 

“How long is it since you have seen Julia or 
Deirdre, Boris ?” 

“Years. I don’t really remember. I’m not per- 
sona grata with the mothers of attractive daugh- 
ters, so that I am not invited to the places where 
we might meet.” 

“I know. Just as well. It leaves you more free 
to do whatever you must. Julia keeps me in- 
formed, well informed. It appears you have the 
reputation of being hard and heartless, reckless 
and thoughtless. Some of them believe you fly 
between Rome and Ischia, Ischia and Capri just 
to amuse yourself while all the world is fighting. 
Nobody knows better than I just why you seem 
to be what you are not, except Deirdre and Julia. 
They are good sports and help keep up the illu- 
sion.” 
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“That’s good of them. Deirdre is the sort that 
would stand by to the finish. What a pleasant 
pagan she was ! Is she still ?” 

“I don't know. She’s in a hotbed of Truth, but 
she will work it out her own way, whatever she 
does. Boris — tell me something. If they — the 
Soviet — knew I am who I am, would they ever 
dare do the same thing to me they’ve done — to 
Niko?” 

“You are never to be in Russia, poor goose.” 

“No. I know. But — the Sinister Embassy is in 
Rome. Would they be able to take me back?” 

Why indeed? The Commissar of marriage had 
very little use for anyone outwardly so fragile. 
All they needed in their women was physical 
strength, and to work them like beasts. They 
would never want Hansi. “No. Never unless you 
went of your own free will. Now go get your coat. 
Don’t bother about your tickets to Rome. I will 
buy them in the morning. Have you plenty of 
money ?” 

“Plenty. Niko saw to that. So much, that if it 
is possible I want to found a house somewhere in 
Rome, some day, for the exiles of our own kind.” 

“Secret?” 

“Secret. I would get the best advice. All right?” 
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“Wonderfully all right." 

As usual it was raining in torrents. 

“Taxi, sir?" 

“Yes." 

“Not that one!" Johanna shrank back against 
Boris* protecting shoulder. The door-man mo- 
tioned the chauffeur to go away. They waited for 
a second cab to pass, and took the third. 

“Why, Hansi?" 

“I’ve seen him often before. There’s an old 
flower woman who sits all day long on the Made- 
leine steps, watching the people go by. He some- 
times draws up along the curb and talks to her. 
I’ve seen them look back at Larue’s door as if 
they were discussing the people who come here. 
She is, in some way I don’t understand, one of 
my reasons for wanting to leave Paris. She 
frightens me." ‘ 




A DECADE 




CHAPTER IV 

“Lift me, O God, above myself, above these lesser things, 
Above my little gods of clay, and all their capturings.” 

John Oxenham 

Ten years. Armistice, a soi-disant peace, disrup- 
tion, corruption. Deirdre Leith, firm-rooted at 
last, Roman in every sense of the word, had 
plunged eagerly, whole-heartedly as she did 
everything, into the life that developed there after 
the war had come to what was generally conceded 
to be an end. Indeed, it seemed that the time was 
shortened “for the sake of the elect” who suffered 
and bled for a vain hope. If the signing of the 
armistice in the Compiegne Forest had not 
brought with it an aftermath of tranquillity and 
righteousness, at least it put a merciful end to 
ruthless slaughter. In that, it was to be com- 
mended. But four years of savagery had aroused 
a primitive barbarity that would take another 
Crucifixion to restore to anything like Christian- 
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ity, except among those who still clung to Christ 
and His cross, among those who believed in the 
Word — “Love your neighbor for love of Me.” 

A new meaning had been given an old war 
term — sophistication. And youth adopted the 
modern interpretation. It needed a Francis of 
Assisi to walk the streets of every city. Even 
across wide waters, new methods were attempted, 
new laws were made, only to plunge the country 
into a debauchery of killings. Peace? 

Those who understood the want of it gathered 
together into an Apostolate. Not a word, but a 
state. And in Rome Deirdre Leith was foremost. 

She stood at her window looking out on the 
storm. Rain was running down the Trinita steps 
like a cataract. Bernini’s barcaccia overflowed. 

“Even the storm is beautiful — lovable. God 
bless the Cardinal-Archbishop of Paris,” she 
thought irrelevantly. It had been he who had 
revealed to her the meaning of the Porta Santa, 
who had stood by to watch her enter through. 
During the Holy Year in 1925 when hundreds of 
thousands of people from all over the world had 
flocked to Rome, she had found herself next to 
him one night at dinner. She used to laugh after- 
wards, and say that the seed of her conversion 
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had been sown between the soup and the salad. 
The dinner had been given by the Baronne de 
Bonvouloir at the Grand Hotel where she had her 
apartment. They were talking about a new enter- 
prise undertaken by the cure of the Madeleine. 
Secretly, so that his left hand would never dis- 
cover what he was doing with his right, Mon- 
seigneur Patrice had organized a plan for the 
midinettes of Paris. The poorer among them, and 
the younger, were hereafter to have two good 
meals a day at the enormous sum of two sous 
each. Outside the actual workers there were few 
who knew anything about it. Monsieur le cure 
preferred to do what he did in his own way. 

“But, Eminenza,” Deirdre remembered saying, 
“if he believed as they say in America that ‘it 
pays to advertise’ wouldn’t all Paris come to his 
aid? It’s a tremendously appealing charity. If he 
let the charitable people know about it, he would 
be able to feed thousands instead of hundreds.” 

“Don’t fret,” said the wise Cardinal, “he will 
feed hundreds of thousands before long. And he 
will do it himself, in his own way. It’s all very 
well to do vicarious kindness. Anyone can do 
that. But that is not the way of the man of God. 
Suppose he did send out an appeal. It would be 
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trumpeted from one end of France to the other. 
He would be called a king of cures, and be looked 
upon as a living saint. ‘Let not your right hand 
know what the left hand does’ was not spoken in 
a moment of idleness. No one exists to-day whose 
name is as synonymous with charity, with love, 
as that of Saint Francis of Assisi. Yet — he is the 
‘Little Poor Man.’ He gave away all he had. Did 
his followers blatantly proclaim that he was re- 
building the Church of God? That he was giving 
along with his own coat, the silk from his father’s 
shop? That he ate broken pieces of meat that he 
might hand the whole pieces to poor who begged 
of him, and to the starving children of the Um- 
brian hills? To proclaim was not necessary. His 
good action spoke for itself, and has spoken now 
for seven hundred years. It did more than that. It 
taught the lesson of the spirit of poverty to those 
whom our Lord has blessed with riches. How 
would it be possible to love Lady Poverty and 
boast of one’s largesse in one and the same 
breath ? After all, one is really possessed of noth- 
ing. Even the greatest plutocrat of the world goes 
out of it as naked as he came into it, save for a 
few rags that will perish in his coffin. Born naked, 
born hungry, born dependent, every man must 
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rely on the good will of someone else. So, if He 
Who creates man sees fit to make that man the 
channel of His mercy, why in God’s name should 
that poor channel say — 7 give tithes of all that 
I possess. I feed the hungry and give drink to the 
thirsty?’ Do I? God’s love has lent me the where- 
withal to do these things, the physical strength 
and the good will with which to act. Apart from 
that I am helpless and less than nothing. No, my 
child. In the business world of any nation it may 
pay in the long run to proclaim what is done. In 
the world of spirit which is ruled alone from 
Heaven, the cup of cold water in God’s name is 
better given in secret, so much, so very much we 
are of God, so less than nothing are we without 
Him.” 

“Are we really so little, Eminence? I have 
always been taught that as the daughter of a 
great man I was someone.” 

“My child, we are so infinitesimal that only the 
souls in possession of the fullness of life can in 
any way apprehend the distance between the Cre- 
ator and the creature He calls man. But for the 
sparkle of grace in the human soul, the very 
angels might pass us by, unseeing. Grace touch- 
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ing dust, enkindling it to godliness. Such stuff are 
we, no more, no less.” 

Deirdre felt that here indeed was humility. 
Here was love of the Lady Poverty, for the man 
who spoke was a Prince of the Church. He was 
more than that. He was father to his people. Ru- 
mors travel, rumors of good and of bad alike, and 
little is done by those in high places that does not 
somehow, some strange way, filter to the far ends 
of everywhere. There had, for instance, been the 
story of a priest from the Menilmontant district, 
desperately poor, broken in health and spirit. Like 
the protagonist of Assisi, Saint Francis, Pere 
Du four had given his little all. Illness came, des- 
perate illness, and the Lady Poverty hovered 
close. As a last desperate measure he appealed to 
the Cardinal-Archbishop. The older man listened 
with patience to the story, rose, put his arm about 
the helpless priest and led him to his own car. 
They drove to a hospital where, out of his private 
purse, the Prince of the Church paid what was 
demanded, though the purse was slender and the 
demands for charity inexorable. Touched to the 
heart the sick priest wept. “My son, you have been 
a faithful servant of the Diocese. The Diocese 
owes its priests far more than the priests owe the 
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Diocese. What am I but the spiritual father of 
my priests?” Smiling he added — “If our divine 
Lord had not meant the gospel of the Good Sa- 
maritan, He would not have told the story. The 
crimson I wear means the blood color of our 
Christus. Could I be disloyal to Him Who gave 
His blood for His own? Because I wear it, 
noblesse oblige. I wonder if you have ever 
thought that the higher one is lifted in the ranks 
of churchmen, the greater should be his humility, 
the more sincere his spirit of poverty ? You have 
done nobly in coming to me as you did. You have 
practiced the highest form of lowliness. You have 
been .Christlike in your humility. My son, my 
dear, dear son, could I, who am called a Prince of 
the Church, do less?” 

“Does your Eminence realize that if you had 
not come to my help I should probably have died 
in the Hospice de LTsle? Among the vagrants of 
Paris ?” 

“If I did not do for you the little God has put 
it in my hands to do, I should myself be deserving 
of such a death,” was the gentle answer. 

And as in the time of our Lord on Mount Sinai, 
the more the priest was charged not to speak of 
what had happened, the more he published it. In 



82 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

the fine humility of his heart the Cardinal never 
realized that, in saving the body of one man, he 
had saved the soul and the souls of many who 
heard. The example of men in high places is fol- 
lowed by two classes of people; they who are 
scandalized, they who are edified. One way leads 
to hell; one to Heaven, and the responsibility for 
both is great. 

It was after that Deirdre had begun to study, 
to be interested in a Church that could produce 
such prelates. Gradually she grew to under- 
stand. She was thinking of him. He had shown 
her the way. And then her thoughts had flown to 
one still higher, even lowlier if such were pos- 
sible, one Giuseppe Sarto, Pope Pius X of blessed 
memory. And, in her own world, of her own 
time, the secluded Archpriest of Saint Peter’s, 
Cardinal Merry del Val, unconsciously drawing 
to the shadows, beating his soul to such meekness 
as only his intimates and servants could testify. 
Gathered together he had saved what he could out 
of the relics of Pope Pius. They were his exam- 
ple, his inspiration. Unknown to any save the 
closest, he had asked that when he came to die, he 
might be allowed to rest in the crypt of the Basil- 
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ica dear to his heart, and at the feet of him who 
had said, “I was a Shepherd once.” 

Some of all this had reached to Deirdre Leith 
and thrilled her. Deirdre never bothered her head 
about counterfeits — but went straight and open- 
eyed to Truth. It was always the same; where 
there was sanctity, there was humility. Where 
there was sham, there was ostentation and arro- 
gance. Where humility and sanctity united, there 
love that is charity united in sympathetic under- 
standing of poor-rich and rich-poor alike and 
those who were neither poor nor rich. His pene- 
tration pierced the armor of Francis’ worldlings 
espoused however secretly to Lady Poverty. If 
all Christians were encloistered, what would be- 
come of Christianity? 

There was Julia, for instance, who, one day 
feeling like a strayed lamb in need of a shepherd, 
went straight to the shepherd of the Vatican. He 
helped her. Again, “Christianity. To be a follower 
of Christ. You will have your moments of mar- 
tyrdom. No follower of Christ can escape that. 
Never lose your simplicity. It’s a great gift, sim- 
plicity, and comprises much that was beloved of 
Assisi.” 
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She left her audience touched with knight- 
hood’s sword. 

Then, like another woman made knight, she set 
about leading her army to the feet of Christ the 
King. On the road she found Deirdre, groping. 
She had seen the light but did not know how to 
follow. Spurred to the Faith by the charity of one 
man she looked to her friend for practical guid- 
ance. Julia Hope took herself too lightly ever to 
connect the rejoicement of the angels with what 
she might do. Deirdre was no sinner in the broad 
acceptance of the word. But when skepticism 
becomes belief, satire seriousness, worldliness 
spirituality, frank paganism ardent Christianity, 
Heaven’s Te Deum must rise to great heights ! 

In looking about her for an outlet to the sud- 
den onrush of warmth to those who might have 
less than she, Deirdre went again to Julia who 
led her to the oases Rome had provided for Rus- 
sian exiles. With the thought of Boris ever pres- 
ent to her mind she threw herself heart and soul 
into the work. These were his people. Russia was 
his country. Julia herself had begun by sponsor- 
ing a small shop on Via Condo tti where exiled 
women and girls could earn enough to keep body 
and soul together, and where men were given 
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occupation enough to earn a living wage. When 
it was discovered that among them were artists 
of some merit, Deirdre and Julia together estab- 
lished a studio in Via Margutta where it became 
the fashion for the young noblesse Romaine to 
study. 

“And if you believe I gain any merit doing 
these things, you are very much mistaken. I lose 
it all because it’s frightfully amusing,” Deirdre 
said one day to her confessor at San Silvestro’s. 
She loved the old Church for English-speaking 
Catholics. It had been erected between the years 
757 and 758. She always felt the presence of the 
boy-martyr, Tarcisius, buried there since the 
early days of churches at all ! 

Later on, the Church of Santa Susanna was to 
be taken over and used to a great extent by Amer- 
icans stopping in Rome. And everything there 
was to be carried ahead with utmost perfection. 
Here, too, Julia was to find work for her willing 
hands. But the charm of San Silvestro in Capite 
was, like the Eternal City, deathless, and to every- 
one of British affiliation it held an appeal all its 
own. 

“So you think you lose merit when you enjoy 
the good you do?” Father Silvester laughed. “It’s 
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all right for you to bolster yourself up against 
pride, but remember the little story about a cheer- 
ful giver. And don’t lose your sense of humor. 
Even the saints never did that.” 

“Thank you, padre. That helps. I would be 
bored to tears if anyone gave me credit for the 
little I do. It does give a thrill to see relief come 
into poor eyes that have been strained and 
anxious.” 

“Get as much of that kind of thrill as you can. 
Enjoy it. Thank God for making you the one to 
ease the way. It might have been somebody else, 
you know. But it’s you. Thank Him for that. And 
keep on seeing Him in every human creature. 
Even the ones you dislike. Even the ones who 
have ever hurt you. Even those you fear. And in 
those you love. It’s the seeing God in the soul one 
loves that has saved many a human creature for 
Heaven.” 

And still, through her reflections, the rain came 
pouring down. No blue in the Roman sky to-day, 
no vivid color in the Piazza where women were 
wont to carry flower baskets on their heads laden 
with white and pink and blue and yellow fra- 
grance, no clear-cut angel atop San Angelo, no 
silhouettes breaking the sky-line of the Lateran. 
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Deirdre’s fireplace showed more black than flame. 
She moved the briquettes about with a useless 
pair of tongs. “Oh, for the logs of the Cotswold 
woods!” she cried to herself. What a blaze she 
could have made with them ! There was little heat 
to be coaxed out of these cold and stony things. 
Peat would have done better. She wondered if she 
could have some peat sent from some old Irish 
bogs that belonged to her father. Likely enough 
the agent would let it go — and likely enough the 
customs agents would drop it in the Bay of 
Naples. As well get a carload of logs from Wor- 
cestershire and have it suffer the same fate. No. 
Briquettes would have to do. Now a small parade, 
flowers well protected beneath striped blue and 
red umbrellas, passed beneath the windows. The 
sky was turning green. The drivers beat their 
horses but could not hurry them. Deirdre, too 
healthy of mind ever to be depressed, sensed 
trouble. It was not fear. She had never been 
afraid. But to-day she wished she were not so 
much alone. Julia had started out early in the 
morning for a run to Grotta Ferrata with an 
important order for the Franciscan Missionaries 
of Mary. The work was eventually to find itself 
at the house of the Patriarch of Jerusalem. The 
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nuns might have kept her at the monastery for 
fear of the storm. Hansi was to have arrived at 
four, but Hansi had strange ways of disappear- 
ing for hours and could never be depended on. 

She had probably gone to the Palazzo in Via 
Paulina where, out of her savings, she had estab- 
lished no less than forty-five emigre families who 
without her help would not have owned so much 
as a roof to shelter their heads. That was good of 
Hansi. But the trouble with the Russian girl was 
that she had to be restrained or she herself might 
become an object of charity. She had the courage 
to laugh when she told Deirdre she had bought an 
old palace with the crown she had inherited from 
Alexandrovna which had been smuggled out of 
Petersburg by one of the servants. 

“Was it wise to do that ? I know it was good of 
you, but was it prudent ?” 

“No Russian woman will wear a crown again 
this side of Heaven, my dear. And it was ‘laying 
up treasure there/ wasn’t it?” she had answered. 

But to-day Hansi had not gone to her emigres. 
She had had a horrid experience in the morning, 
and stood now looking out at the garden of 
drenched white irises wondering if she could sum- 
mon courage to drive from the Adolorata to 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 89 

Piazza Trinita. A car ossa, shabbier than the one 
she had taken, followed her all the way from 
Sant’ Andrea della Frate where she had gone for 
the noonday Mass, out through Via Claudia to 
the Coliseum. It never gained on her but kept 
steadily behind, stopping with her when traffic 
made it necessary and going ahead when she did. 
She watched the man in the carriage through the 
little mirror in her bag, but she could not catch 
a glimpse of his face. His hat was large and soft 
and he pulled it down over his eyes. Finally, when 
with a beating heart she reached the hospital and 
drove in, the other cab turned back. She might 
have been mistaken and suppose she were not, it 
might not have mattered, but she had been de- 
cidedly upset and was glad to reach the shelter of 
the convent. It was after four o’clock now and 
she had promised Julia and Deirdre to be at their 
apartment at four. Out over the gardens and the 
clump of woods beyond, the sky was changing 
from lead to green and the torrent threatened a 
deluge. She would wait a few minutes, then ask 
the portress to telephone the taxi station. She did 
not hear little Sister Annunciata who came in to 
ask about her tea. 
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“ ’Twill bring sunshine to the darkness of the 
day, I’m thinking.” 

Hansi shook her head. “No tea to-day, Sister, 
thank you. I am going out. Miss Leith expects 
me. It’s a long way but I think I’d rather not stay 
at home.” 

“Surely you are not thinking of venturing out 
in this storm? I’ve got to go. But it’s all right for 
me. I’m used to it. Water one way or another 
doesn’t make much difference when your job is 
to bathe patients from morning till night. One’s 
down Barberini way, one’s on the Pincio. We’re 
like ducks, we are. A bit of land when it shines, 
and a nice wet pond when it rains. But thank God 
we are all strong. You are different. You might 
get a nasty cold. And flu. And pneumonia. And a 
bit of a shelf at San Lorenzo.” 

“Sister!” laughed Hansi. “What a cheerful 
nurse you are !” 

“Well — it’s just common sense. Why go out in 
the wet when the Lord has given you a nice warm 
room to sit in, a fire if you want it, and your tea? 
I don’t say Miss Leith’s tea wouldn’t be better, 
and I don’t say it wouldn’t be worse. But every- 
body in Rome that’s had the luck to be ill and in 
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the hospital tells us there’s no such tea in the city 
as ours. Be sensible, child. Stay at home.” 

But Hansi had said she was going out. When 
she said a thing she meant it. Even Boris, whom 
she loved best on earth next to a dream, had not 
been able to make her stay in Paris when she 
•wanted to go to Rome. 

“I’m sorry, Sister. I must go. Would you ask 
the portress to ring me a taxi ? The cab I came in 
was slower than death. I wouldn’t risk another. 
Besides, I’ll take you along and drop you wher- 
ever you want to go. Deirdre will send me home.” 

“I’d be taking you miles out of your way. I’ll 
just get a tram.” 

“And reach your patients at midnight. No.” 
She opened her purse. “Here, Sister. You be 
hostess. Drop me first. Then take the cab wher- 
ever you like. Come along.” 

Deirdre had quite given up hope of seeing her, 
when Hansi announced herself. Julia, who had 
become more of a machine than a woman, had 
braved the storm on foot and in galoshes; Joan 
Kaye, rejoicing in a commission to paint the 
Queen, had run across the Piazza from her tiny 
house, drenched but jubilant. 
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Hansi held a brilliant scarlet envelope un- 
opened in her hand. Deirdre fixed her eyes on it, 
asking, “Where did you pick that thing up? I 
don’t like the color.” Hansi laughed. “It looks 
like a valentine. A man on your staircase gave it 
to me. I suppose it’s an advertisement. Didn’t you 
get one ?” she asked Joan. 

“No. What kind of a man?” 

“I thought he was asleep. He was asleep, on the 
bottom step. I couldn’t get by, so poked him with 
my umbrella to wake him up. I think he had been 
drinking. Uh ! He was a bit insolent and stared at 
me first, then looked under my hat-brim to see the 
color of my hair. I really expected him to ask 
how old I was and where I lived, but he just 
poked this thing at me and slouched out.” 

Deirdre held out her hand. “Give it to me. I 
don’t like the look of it. They say telegrams con- 
taining bad news are red. I won’t have you read 
•it first.” 

“Nonsense.” Hansi spoke with the assurance of 
complete ignorance. “The storm’s on your nerves, 
Deirdre.” She took it to the light and opened it. 
Then she stood transfixed. Julia stood under the 
light and read it aloud : 
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Embassy of the Union of Soviet Republics 
in Italy 

Unless the woman known as Fraulein Sendel cease her 
attentions to the political enemies of the Soviet State and 
anti-revolutionist exiles residing in Rome, the same fate 
will be meted out to her as was given General Kutipoff 
in Paris. 

Gore & la vie! 

Solntzev. 

A moment’s silence. Rain rushed and ran, beat- 
ing against the windows, rattling through the 
streets like the discharge of a machine-gun nest. 

“The powers of hell let loose!” exclaimed 
Deirdre. “What are we going to do about it? 
What is decreed to one is decreed to us all.” 

“Oh, no.” Hansi’s voice, vibrant and decided, 
spoke with more than mere belief. The tone was 
that of one who knew, and knowing was con- 
vinced. 

“No danger for the rest of you, thank God.” 

“My dear” — it was Julia who spoke — “what 
Deirdre says goes for all three of us. Joan is out 
of it. She has her own troubles. But what comes 
to you, comes to Deirdre and me. You are not to 
be alone.” 
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“I know that,” Hansi answered, taking tight 
hold of Julia’s right hand. 

“But you see there is a difference. Deirdre is 
British. She has the British government behind 
her. You are an American — with your govern- 
ment, and no one can stand against either. But 
they already begin to suspect me. Look — ‘the 
woman known as Fraulein Sendel.’ They are not 
certain, you see.” 

“If they knew more about you, they would have 
sent the thing to the Adolorata. How did they 
find out you were expected here this afternoon ? 
That’s a puzzle.” 

“I was followed this morning. I am sure of it.” 
And she related the episode of the carozza. 
“Whoever watched me to the door did not catch 
up with the person who brought that message. 
But I am convinced there is some connection 
between the two. It’s very marked. It would be 
worth the life of any man who attempted to give 
a scarlet envelope to Sister Portress. She’s a 
Cerberus. I’ve always been sure that she carries 
bayonets and firearms under those wide skirts of 
hers.” 

Deirdre stood, trying to collect her thoughts. 
“They know about Via Paulina, and about this 
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house and that you are our friend. They’ve evi- 
dently found out to-day about the Adolorata. But 
what they don’t know yet is who you really are. 
They suspect you are not Johanna Sendel, since 
they say, ‘the woman known as Johanna Sen- 
del.’ ” 

“Only three women know who I am. You are 
all here.” 

“I’m not so sure,” Deirdre said thoughtfully. 
“Someone must have reported that you were com- 
ing here to-day, and as it is none of us, who could 
it have been? Hadn’t you better try to reach your 
brother and tell him?” 

“Oh, no. Even if I knew where to reach him I 
would spare him.” 

There were certain concealed strengths in 
Hansi, clinging vine though she always appeared 
to be. Perhaps it was noblesse oblige, but when 
issues of any moment arose, Johanna was Prin- 
cess de Kasatkin and lived up to tradition. 

Joan Kaye broke her silence with a sugges- 
tion: “He could get you a carabinieri or two to 
watch you till the thing blows over. Donald could 
do it through the Prime Minister. We know him 
and like him. He has never been known to fail 
anyone in trouble who appealed to him direct.” 
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“I’ve been offered martyrdom,” said Hansi 
wearily, as she sank to the depths of a comfort- 
able chair, “and am not good enough to be one. 
Perhaps this Soviet bubble will burst if we give 
it time. I think it is very nearly bursting anyway. 
If by letting them get me I could rouse the other 
nations to the condition of so many millions of my 
people, I don’t know that I would mind dying so 
much. One victim more or less — what would it 
matter?” 

“It matters that you’ve not had your tea. You’ll 
be less morbid afterwards. You can have rum in 
it if you like. I think you need it.” 

Hansi shuddered and shook her head. “No, 
thanks. Give me a cigarette. That’s better. I don’t 
want any tea. Let’s have this thing out. I’m think- 
ing just now about the peasants. One thing the 
Czar always impressed on us, kindness to the 
peasants, and to try to understand them. We 
failed because we disobeyed. One can’t blame the 
peasants now if they are led into wrong. They 
are so afraid, too ignorant not to believe what 
is told them, too frightened to rise to their own 
defense, to the defense of their children. And 
yet — with a proper captain ; they outnumber the 
Soviet leaders by millions.” 
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“It’s not force that will save Russia,” said 
Julia quietly, “it is religious awakening.” 

“I believe you are right, Julia. Poor Alexan- 
drovna ! She believed that, though she never lived 
long enough to see why. Oh, I have wondered so 
often if the lessons she forced the children to 
learn by heart have been of any use.” 

“How can they not lie and steal and do the 
things they are ashamed of, when the leaders of 
the Soviet do the same things ? What other exam- 
ple have they got ? Even if Mikail and Iskra had 
the good fortune to fall among people who be- 
lieve, the poor good people would be shot against 
a wall if they attempted to teach them religion. 
We all realize religion is the only salvation for 
any of them. How blind and stupid they have all 
been — Trotsky, Lenin, Stalin! Proud of their 
power, proud of their attitude, proud of the very 
things that make them despicable in the eyes of 
people whose opinions count.” 

“If the angels fell ‘by that sin* the Soviet 
leaders are creating a pretty hell for themselves,” 
remarked Deirdre. 

“I wonder,” mused Julia, “if that magnificent 
army of brave Russians who have given their 
lives for justice would not be the ones to pray to? 
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After all, they were martyrs. They will live long 
after the present leaders are dead. The murderers 
will only be remembered because of the heroes 
they murdered.” 

“Dreadful fatalists just the same. A man who 
was in Moscow in 1919 told me he had seen a 
single soldier line up five Czarists against a wall 
and shoot them down one after another, and they 
never raised a hand in their own defense. Per- 
haps in giving their lives like that they were 
drawing attention away from some other poor 
creatures. Martyrs too!” Deirdre repeated then 
the words she had never forgotten : 

“Grace touching dust, enkindling it to godli- 
ness.” 

“What did you say, Deirdre ?” 

“Oh, nothing. I was thinking about the Car- 
dinal-Archbishop of Paris.” 

“For a worldling who has spent years of her 
life disowning everything that makes living beau- 
tiful, you do express yourself like — an anchor- 
ess,” laughed Julia, then added, “What about tea ? 
It’s there, you know. Only we must have fright- 
ened Santina away. Evidently she doesn’t dare 
suggest that the water might be cold.” 

“I’ll ring. The kettle’s gone out.” Deirdre 
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touched the bell. A minute passed, two minutes, 
five. “I wonder what’s the matter. She is usually 
so prompt. I’m sure she watches me sometimes 
from the kitchen door to see when I’m going to 
ring and then appears at the first tinkle.” She 
rang a second time, and a third impatiently. 
Finally she got up and went to the kitchen. “Give 
me the kettle,” said Julia, lifting it and carrying 
it out herself. 

But Santina was nowhere to be seen. The 
dispense and kitchen were silent and remarkably 
empty, so empty that Deirdre hurried into the 
maid’s room. Empty, too, denuded of every sign 
of life. Staring photographs of men with wild 
eyes and bristling mustachios, of women in wide 
skirts and flowered hats, of lovely little children 
playing in a field, all of which had from time to 
time been brought in to be shown the Signorina, 
had disappeared. Even the rug was gone to keep 
company with the bedding. “It must have taken 
something extraordinary to drag her out in the 
rain. She hates rain as much as a cat hates it. 
Look, Julia,” she called out to Julia struggling 
with a kettle of boiling water, “she’s gone.” 

“Gone? Where? Why? How long have you 
had her?” 
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“Only about a year and a half. Don’t you re- 
member ?” 

“Oh, yes. You took her on her face value and 
the fact that she had a family to support. War 
widow and some children. She seems to have 
provided for them nicely this afternoon. Look! 
She dropped her purse. Isn’t that a purse?” She 
stooped and picked up a well-worn pocketbook 
that had fallen just inside the door of the bed- 
room. She handed it to Deirdre. “Perhaps there’s 
an address inside. You’d better open it. I’ll go 
make the tea.” 

As Deirdre held up the purse in sight of Hansi 
and Joan she laughed: “You see before you all 
that remains of my maid and the furnishings of 
her department. Let’s see if we can find a clew.” 
She turned the pocketbook inside out. Only a 
ragged piece of paper fluttered to the table. 
“Ragged stage money. I’m almost afraid to touch 
it.” 

“Give it to me.” There was something in 
Hansi’s voice that made Deirdre hand her the 
note without a moment's hesitation. 

“I thought so. Fifty chervontzi. It explains 
everything.” 

“Do you mean it is actual money?” 
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“Blood money. Not quite twenty potinds— but 
a vast sum to an Italian servant. The messenger 
of the Sinister Embassy will not be waiting ibn 
the stairs when I go out._They have' discow'ed 
what they wanted to know?" 



CHAPTER V 

“Your hearts you turned away from Me, 

and followed other gods.” 

John Oxenham 

Her confession finished, her moment of absorp- 
tion into contrition and reparation over, her pen- 
ance said, Deirdre knelt on, praying and waiting 
for her confessor to finish with the remaining 
penitents still gathered around the confessional. 
They did not take long. She stopped Father Sil- 
vester as he started to go to the Sanctuary. 

“Are you too busy to speak to me. Father ?" 

“No. You had better come out to the loggia, 
then we'll not distract the people who are pray- 
ing." They stood outside in the little courtyard 
shaded with palm trees, green with ilex. 

“Padre, I'm puzzled." Like no one in the world 
but Deirdre Leith she came to the point at once. 
The attack was direct. 

“When I wanted to go into a nunnery you 
102 
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told me to wait. I said I was more a will than a 
woman. You answered: ‘All the more reason for 
waiting.’ Do you remember?” 

“Of course I remember.” 

“You were right.” 

The priest laughed. He had known Deirdre in 
the unregeneracy of her London-time youth. He 
had watched her progress in the world of fashion 
and been amused by it. He had seen the pageant 
of mundane wisdom gather in her train. One by 
one the “fancy creeds” that took a short posses- 
sion of her, slipped slender, unnourished, dis- 
couraged, into shadowland. He ceased to be 
amused when she developed into satirist and 
cynic about the time the war started into being, 
There was nothing to do about it. He made her 
a subject of prayer. As there was not a great deal 
of time for prayer in the days of trenches and 
hunger, heat, cold, fever and wounds, he offered 
them all with the weariness of wartime, anguish 
of soul, the distress of his men, for the rebuild- 
ing of faith in the hearts that were losing it, the 
founding of faith in those souls that might never 
have had it. 

* And then one day when it was all over, flags 
and shouting, vicarious triumph, the orgy of 
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blood transformed into a moral orgy destined to 
the disintegration of nations, he found himself 
beneath the Dome of Peter. Walking the length 
of the Basilica he thanked God his feet were on 
age-old marble, rather than clinging clay. 

Someone was kneeling at the Fisherman’s 
tomb, someone so absorbed in prayer that after 
half an hour he was forced to wonder at her 
constancy, whoever she might be. As to his own 
prayer, it savored largely of that of the man 
who “just sat looking at our Lord while our Lord 
looked at him.” Someone came and touched the 
woman on the shoulder. 

“I’m awfully sorry to disturb you, Deirdre, 
but if you are coming with me we had better go 
on.” 

“Deirdre !” There were not many of her name. 
That it was Deirdre Leith could hardly be pos- 
sible. But when she rose and turned and he saw 
her face he knew that, at least, one moment of 
terror and over-the-top, had been heard in 
Heaven. This was Deirdre Leith. And this was 
a Christian woman on her knees. Te Deum! Te 
Deum! 

Afterwards, when in her inexperience and 
enthusiasm she begged to be allowed the spirit- 
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ual dissipation of an unknown cloister, he bade 
her hold her peace. 

“ ‘One step enough for me,’ do you remem- 
ber?” 

“Cardinal Newman, of course.” 

“If so vast an intelligence could wait ” 

“But it’s only the great ones, the vast intel- 
ligences that have the patience and humility to 
wait. I’m new and I’m nothing. My intelligence 
is limited, and I have no patience. The cloister 
might save me.” 

How he had laughed ! “I see there is hope for 
you. Even if Cardinal Newman were great that is 
no reason why lesser souls should not follow in his 
footsteps. One step at a time for you. I’ll proph- 
esy a bit. You may understand what I mean 
when I tell you that the evil done by Soviet 
Russia is as contagious as any plague. Take that 
far-away country, the United States, distant, 
good. And yet she is now only second to Soviet 
Russia in the number of divorces she grants 
per year. I tell you barriers are letting down. The 
nations would scorn the idea that any of them 
might accept the indecent precedent set by a 
country so lost to all sense of right. But, whether 
consciously or unconsciously, that is what they 
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are doing. We need good women in the world 
more than ever in all history. We need you and 
others like you.” 

“I’m either one of two things, Padre. I’d be a 
good nun — or a worldling. There’s nothing be- 
tween for me. It’s all or nothing.” 

“Simple enough. To begin with, we trust you.” 
The priest could laugh when he said that. He 
knew his people. “Enjoy whatever you do to the 
utmost. And thank the Lord for giving you a 
good reason to be happy. And keep your hand in 
His. You are entirely safe while you remember 
that.” 

“Even if I’m terribly interested in looking my 
best?” 

“Why not? No one likes a frump. If your frock 
is a pretty one and you feel that you are being 
very smart when you wear it, thank Him for giv- 
ing it to you. You’ll never be a magnet if you are 
frumpish.” 

“What about plays? What about dancing?” 

“You would not deliberately go to a bad play 
any more than to a vulgar dance. You are a lady, 
my dear. I told you we could trust you. Suppose 
you find yourself at a play you hate because it’s 
indecent, leave if you can. If you can’t you are 
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•well provided with a curtain at the back of the 
brain and a screen behind your eyes. Saint 
Francis used to say, ‘look without seeing, hear 
without listening.’ It takes practice but can easily 
be done, once you train yourself. Simple good- 
ness is the keeping in touch with God. That’s 
all.” 

“It must be frightfully hard for the very 
young, just the same.” 

“Of course it is. They must learn. But if the 
mothers and fathers begin at the right end, at 
home, and later on in the right kind of school, 
it would be easier.” 

“I think everything was better before the 
war.” 

“Most modern ethics, or rather the want of 
them, came out of the war. In a moment of 
heroism girls as well as boys were allowed to 
plunge headfirst into the sea of knowledge of 
good and evil. My dear, the lucky ones were the 
boys who escaped into Heaven with clean souls. 
Let that be a comfort to many who have lost 
their own. Perhaps life would have lost them very 
much more. They know they will meet again. It 
will not be long for any of us.” 

“Father — are you afraid of Russia?” 
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“I’m afraid for Russia. Why do you ask?” 

“They’ve found out about Hansi.” 

Then he looked at her with distress in his eyes. 
“You mean they have discovered her identity ?” 

“I’m afraid so. It looks very much like it. They 
sent her a letter — to my apartment.” 

“Why to your apartment?” 

“My maid — Santina — she had evidently been 
bribed. She’s gone now. She ran away, taking 
everything with her she could carry. She must 
have hired a truck. She even took the carpet from 
her floor ! A man waited in my house for Hansi 
to come and gave her a letter saying that if she 
did not cease her care of those poor people on 
Via Paulina the same thing would happen to her 
that happened to General Kutipoff.” 

“I see.” There was utter silence for a few mo- 
ments. “And General Kutipoff was in a foreign 
city with his armies behind him. This girl is quite 
alone. What is she going to do about it? Her 
brother should be found and told.” 

“That’s just the point. She is not going to do 
one thing about it. None of us know where Boris 
is, and she will not tell. He’s probably flying now 
under the guise of a Bolshevist spy. He’s one of 
the modern-day heroes. Whatever he does is for 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 109 

the interests of the Russian people. What I espe- 
cially wanted to ask you is this : shall Julia and I 
take her to live with us? She’s alone at the 
Adolorata and her rooms open on to a long bal- 
cony — on the first floor.” 

“If Santina watched from within, you may be 
sure she watches from without. You and your 
friends are marked, Deirdre, all of you.” 

“Yes. But I’ve got the Labor Party in Great 
Britain behind me. I’m all right, and so are the 
others. But Hansi? I believe she would be more 
protected if we took her.” 

“I think she is better off where she is. But she 
must change to rooms higher up. No balconies.” 

“The tops are hospital.” 

“Then Johanna must become an invalid, pro 
tern. I will go myself to see the Superior — to- 
night. I think I know where Boris can be found. 
I see him at rare intervals.” 

Deirdre’s heart-beats quickened. “How long 
ago ?” 

“Within the past six weeks. While Rome pro- 
claimed him a horror with hoofs and horns I 
was proving him a creature with wings and a 
halo!” 

“How?” 
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“We flew to Ischia together. But you are not 
to speak of it. I can trust you.” 

“You can always trust me where it is ques- 
tion of Hansi— and Boris. The horns and hoofs 
are a wonderful disguise.” 

“They get over with the Sinister Embassy at 
least. Italy herself was inclined to be dubious 
until I came face to face with the great man and 
was able to explain.” 

“You had courage.” 

“Why? The hands of the Prime Minister up- 
held by the prayer of the world are strengthened 
to right, not wrong. Don’t you suppose that the 
Holy Father turns many of the myriad prayers 
given him to the good of the people of his own 
country?” 

“Some countries are afraid of Italy’s power.” 

“I know. They believe she is amassing hordes 
of fighting men and whole armies of children to 
make her a sort of universal Empress ! For that 
we must thank yellow journalism, anti-Italian, 
anti-Vatican, anti-Prime Minister propaganda. 
That was another evil of the World War — the 
fighting germ. It is directed at present to an Italy 
whose ambition is to stand between Soviet and 
Christian world. It may take actual battle to make 
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them understand. Why can’t the nations believe 
that a man who has had the courage and intelli- 
gence to save his own country from the pestilence 
of Communism, has sufficient intelligence and 
common sense to know that there has only been 
one Napoleon and he was defeated in the end? 
An enlightened nation could never suppose that 
a man like Mussolini is building through Fascism 
a wall of steel for the glorification of Italy alone.” 

“What else, padre?” 

“Steel set against the world’s salvation or the 
world’s annihilation. The wall he is setting up is 
to wind in and about until it is strong enough to 
protect all Europe from an onslaught out of the 
East. Europe saved, the West may breathe in 
peace. Isn’t that ambition enough for one man? 
Instead of opposing him, it might be just as well 
to understand and help him. It is not for any 
personal glory. I can assure you of that.” 

“You are comforting, padre, in more ways 
than one. I suppose we might add Italy to our 
'Savior of the world, save Russia’ ?” 

“No one can tell just which instrument will be 
chosen for the saving of any nation. But it might 
be just as well to put Italy in your prayers,” 
laughed Father Ryder. 
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“The Pope and all Italy against Antichrist? It 
used to be Saint Michael and the Archangels/’ 

“Saint Michael and the Archangels have never 
sheathed their swords where Lucifer is con- 
cerned/’ 

“What are their swords?” 

“The prayers of the Faithful/’ answered the 
priest. 



CHAPTER VI 

“O Soul of Love, immortal and divine, mine is the power 
To curse thee or to bless. 

The glory of this mortal hour is thine. 

Or else betrayal, and forgetfulness/' 

Lady Wentworth 

A curious depression settled over the Eternal 
City, encompassing- streets and shops, houses and 
people in a shadowed sense of impending danger. 
It was the same disheartenment that had envel- 
oped many during the unquiet months that pre- 
ceded the World War. 

Via Gaeta, where the Sinister Embassy loomed, 
seethed with an excitement peculiar to itself. It 
had been easily able to ward off any dejection 
that might have clung to its own gates. Depres- 
sion was an attribute of sensitive spirits, and 
whatever the Sinister Embassy might claim for 
itself, no one could accuse it of sensitiveness. 

It set forth on its mission of the nineteenth of 
March in a spirit of adventure only appreciated 
by itself. 
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“Halt, Ivan Sergeev. You have forgotten the 
crucifix.” 

“Hell ! Give it to me.” With an oath he stuck 
it in his belt. 

“Another slip like that and you’ll back to a 
wall with a squad of sharpshooters in front of 
you. Here, Alexy, drop that book. It looks too 
professional.” 

“I thought I was supposed to read a breviary.” 

“Not a Bible. Take a missal from the pile on 
the table. Not the hall table, fool. You don’t sup- 
pose we keep our ammunition in plain sight of 
the postman. You’re going to Mass. Remember 
that. Where are Vsevalod and Karaeva?” 

“Waiting.” 

“They have their — instruments — I suppose?” 

“Meaning?” 

“Missals, fool.” 

“Karaeva, Vsevalod, Sadovyev and Kirill. 
Rosaries for Creshin and Yavich. Large black 
ones. I saw them go and their soutanes were 
blowing in the wind, looking the real thing. I 
had that little moron, Santina, copy the habits 
the students of the Jesu wear. We can only hope 
the factions will not meet. If there were any slip 
in detail it would be all up with us. And it would 
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be you, no one else, my friend, who would pay the 
penalty to the G.P.U. Just remember that you are 
only twenty. There are hundreds of Swiss and 
Palatine Guardsmen. See that the twenty get 
through. All you have to do is to keep your heads. 
Where is Latapoff?” 

“Waiting at the foot of Borgo Nuovo.” 

“Anyone who tried to get a camp chair from 
him would have the surprise of his life.” The man 
grinned. Sergeev’s uncouth laugh rang out, but 
it was stilled by a look in the other’s face. 

“Latapoff is clever enough not to be asked to 
sell one of them till our men come along. That’s 
all. See that there are no slips.” 

Through every channel of Rome, down every 
street, crowded the mass of people. Thousands 
of them were on foot, many drove in little one- 
horse carozzas , others in motor cars, taxicabs, 
omnibuses, wine carts, donkey carts. Many of the 
contadini from the campagna rode in on mule- 
back. Past the spindrift of the twin fountain 
sprays, past the vast sweep of colonnade, up in- 
cline and stretch of stair to Peter’s door came 
all the Roman world. 

The city outside the environments of the Basil- 
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ica was emptied of its usual throng. Piazza 
Venetia’s shops seemed destitute of all save their 
proprietors. Waiters in short black coats stood 
about disconsolate, hands in vacant pockets. They 
stared at the scurrying populace as it rushed 
down to the Corso or out Via Umberto Primo 
on the way to Via di Ripetta and Ponte Cavour. 
A theory seemed to exist that in this roundabout 
route they might escape the vortex! 

Except for the young Oblates, the Coliseum 
and its surroundings were barren desert. Via 
Nazionale was blank as London on a bank holi- 
day. One might have dropped a pin and heard it 
fall in Piazza Colonna or Piazza del Popolo. A 
few belated tourists rushed into the shops of 
Tanfani and Bertarelli and across Piazza Min- 
erva to Calabresi’s to buy objects of piety for 
the Holy Father to bless when he should pass 
down the aisles of Saint Peter’s before and after 
Mass. He himself was to say the Mass for Rus- 
sia and her people. It was the Feast of Saint 
Joseph. Some of the poorer emigres, not realizing 
that every provision had been made for them, had 
spent the night on the hard stones underneath 
the colonnades. 

If the waiters in other parts of Rome be- 
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moaned the want of customers it was not so 
in the myriad little restaurants on Piazza San 
Pietro. They hurried here and there setting small 
tables, jingling in their pockets coins of every 
denomination. Those who had breakfasted hur- 
ried away without waiting for their change. 
Others sat impatiently strumming on the table 
tops while waiting for their coffee and rolls. Men 
selling camp stools reaped a small fortune. For 
hours Latapoff waited for his fellow conspira- 
tors, perspiration streaming down his face 
though the morning was cold and it threatened 
rain. A jolt, the swerve of a motor bus, the stum- 
ble of a man heavy with the wine of Frascati, 
any sudden movement too close to those tightly 
bound camp chairs, would turn the day to holo- 
caust. Why did they not come? He saw a group 
of cassocks swinging up the borgo. At last! His 
heart leapt to his throat. But it turned out to be 
only a small group of American students from 
their college. They laughed their way through a 
crowd that loved them for the red and the blue of 
their piping and sash and the white of their 
roman collars. 

Another soutaned contingent detached itself 
from the multicolored throng that scattered at 
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the L un go Tevere and into Borgo Santo Spirito 
and made its way as quickly as possible through 
the left colonnade. Latapoff’s heart dropped. 
There must have been a mistake in the instruc- 
tions. What right had they to keep him here? 
What right had they to put him in danger ? Every 
moment exposed him to detection — or annihila- 
tion. Now there were a few belated students 
from the Jesuit College hurrying back to the 
Porta Santa Marta to join the first band of their 
fellows. A contadina from Tivoli fresh as though 
she had not traveled many miles between her cot 
and Saint Peter’s dome glanced at Latapofif. Then 
she looked again. Her eyes flashed and she tossed 
her head and turned shuddering to the man be- 
side her. 

“The devil stands at the door of the church,” 
she said, and made the sign of the cross. 

“ Eh ” — the rustic answered, “it would not be 
the first time !” 

“Nor the last!” she cried, “while there are 
pretty girls coming to say their prayers ! Let’s go, 
Giacomo. V iv ament e!” 

They rushed off arm in arm as though two 
cloven hoofs were after them. 
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Meanwhile Deirdre’s Isoto Fraschini was 
slowly plowing a way for itself through Porta 
Angelica to Via del Colonna. 

“The private cars are all taking their places at 
the left of the Piazza,” Julia said. “We’ll never 
find ours. We’ll have to go all the way around to 
get to Santa Marta.” 

“I think we’ll have to walk it. I’ll tell Luigi 
to meet us there afterwards. What will you do, 
Hansi ? Hadn’t you better change your mind and 
come with us? One of the Camerieri Segreti 
would be only too glad to put you in our tribune.” 

“Oh, no. Thanks just the same. I’m going with 
the Russians. I can’t desert them this day of all 
days. Besides — probably every place in the trib- 
unes is filled, and I have my own ticket.” 

“Is it safe? They’re not quite sure about you. 
And by joining the Russians you are acknowl- 
edging yourself not an Austrian.” 

“Don’t worry about me, Julia. You can be 
certain there is just one place in the world where 
the Reds won’t come to-day, and that’s Saint 
Peter’s. A rivederci!” She waved her hand and 
disappeared in the crowd. 

“I don’t like it,” said Deirdre, looking after 
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her. “Hansi is too credulous. I shouldn’t be sur- 
prised if there were dozens of Reds concealed 
about the place.” 

“Then you would be wrong,” Julia answered. 
“Prince Orsini told me that on an occasion like 
this the guard is on duty all night and every door 
is carefully watched. I think Hansi is perfectly 
right. She need not be afraid.” 

She and Deirdre had been given seats in the 
third Tribuna from the Chair of Peter and found 
themselves close to the altar. Joan Kaye was al- 
ready in her place. 

“Where is Hansi?” she asked. 

“With the Russians. We couldn’t persuade her 
to come with us.” 

“I don’t like it. Donald told her last night not 
to do it. No one is to be allowed among the Rus- 
sians but their own kind, Uniats and Romans as 
well as the Orthodox Greek. All kinds. They 
would give their lives, all of them, for the Holy 
Father who has done this for them. But I don’t 
like the idea of Hansi’s proclaiming what and 
who she is. It amounts to that.” 

“Sometimes I think Hansi is so tired of the 
whole thing, waiting month in month out for 
Boris, year in year out for some word from 
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Nikolai whose marriage she will never accept as 
bona fide, that she feels she might just as well 
join the martyrs now and have it over with.” 

“I know. But there’s something else. Hansi is 
in a dangerous way. She might do anything. And 
you know she is Russian, with all the tempera- 
ment, with all the fatalism of her race. She’s easy 
prey,” said Deirdre. 

“Donald told her that Via Gaeta would not 
stop with blackmail, and her answer was that she 
had never been a coward, that the emigres might 
feel that she was one if she refused to be seen in 
public with them. And she said that it would do 
no one any good to put her into prison; she 
would not be a political prisoner because she had 
never taken any part in the affairs of her country 
beyond assisting the exiles in other countries. To 
kill her would only bring upon the Soviet the 
wrath of France and Italy.” 

“The disappearance of Kutipoff brought down 
the wrath of no one. And yet he was living peace- 
fully in Paris.” 

“Suppose we pray about it,” suggested Deir- 
dre. They dropped to their knees. The first notes 
of the organ stirred through the aisles 

On her way to her allotted place, Hansi stopped 
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a moment in the sacristy to drop a few coins into 
the box carried by one of the Russians. 

“For the Pope’s Charity to Russia,” he re- 
peated over and over. To every passer-by he gave 
a leaflet on which was printed the simple prayer : 
“Savior of the world, save Russia.” Anyone 
could memorize it. Such a prayer repeated often 
enough, far and wide enough, might be swept 
by the four winds of Heaven to the feet of 
Destiny ! 

Drawing her black mantilla closer about her 
face, Hansi went on, a sable wraith, through the 
arching door. She had a feeling that a pair of 
eyes was fixed on her as she went, and that she 
was being followed. “They’ve put ideas in my 
head, Donald and Joan and the rest. The letter 
was the work of some madman.” And then she 
remembered Santina, and the part she had played. 
Two members of the Papal household, one a 
Cameriere Segredo di Cappa e Spada, the other 
a Cameriere d’Honore, came forward to meet 
her and take her to her section. 

“You are in one of the Tribunes, of course, 
Signorina Sendel?” 

She smiled as she held up a pink ticket. Where- 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 12 3 

upon they both insisted that a mistake had been 
made. 

She shook her head. “There is no mistake. I 
am going with the Russians.” 

“But there are positive orders that only the 
emigres are to be admitted to that special section. 
I will make myself responsible. Once you are 
seated in a Tribuna it will make no difference. 
No one will disturb you — ” said the Cameriere 
Segredo, but the other interposed, “It is on ac- 
count of Via Paulina and your house of exiles. I 
see. It will be all right.” Hansi looked at him 
gratefully. 

“Leopards do change their spots. To-day I 
choose to be Russian. Oh, let us go quickly. The 
organ ” 

They crossed the chasm of the choir. Hansi 
bent for half a second at the foot of a bronze 
Saint Peter. 

The Swiss made way for her to pass. Faces 
were raised to her in wonderment. This was the 
woman who had gone scatheless through years 
of tender care of them. This was the Fraulein 
Sendel who had been known to laugh danger 
away with a careless phrase: “I am not good 
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enough to be a martyr.” It was whispered about 
from one to another that Fraulein Sendel had 
sacrificed a home, children, security that she 
might save them from starvation and even 
greater sacrifices than they had been forced by 
the Soviet to make. Some of these people knew 
that there had been a great romance in her life, 
that the Red government had broken it in little 
pieces. At first she had eagerly inquired about 
newcomers who were brought to Via Paulina. 
But of late her visits had been apathetic. Now 
her eyes scanned the faces raised to hers. It was 
always the same — he was not here. 

Someone gave her a chair close to the golden 
lamps encrowning the railing above P eter’s tomb. 
She was just behind the Palatine Guard. Here 
facing the great altar she could follow the Mass 
in every detail. She would see the white-vested 
Pontiff moving to right and left, and stooping in 
the center when the moment should come for lift- 
ing the Christ 

Far off she could distinguish Deirdre by the 
carriage of her head and the shining circlet of 
diamonds that held her mantilla in place. She 
could see Julia, kneeling. She could not guess that 
Julia’s prayer was all for her, but there was an 
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intangible something that drew their spirits 
closer in that moment than they had ever been. 
“I do love her,” Hansi said in her heart — 
“Lord, encompass her — ” There was no mistak- 
ing little Joan Kaye. Her mantilla had slipped 
back from her forehead and even as far away as 
she was, the streak of silver in the dark hair was 
plainly visible. 

By a quarter before ten every place was filled. 
Many of the people stood up on benches, for- 
getting they were in church. It seemed impossible 
to house any more and yet by twos and threes 
late-comers drifted in. The carabinieri kept mar- 
tial order outside the doors. Inside, down the 
full length of nave, stood the Swiss. Even Hansi, 
to whom the sight was a familiar one, never 
ceased her wondering admiration of the splendid 
men in Michael Angelo’s famous uniform of 
yellow, black and red. Immediately inside the 
portico the Palatine Guard was gathered to be 
first in the pageant preceding the Vicar of our 
Lord. 

A timid little woman at Hansi’s left whispered, 
“Even if they should try to attack us here 
now that we are all known to be together, we 
are well protected.” Hansi nodded, while a priest 
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who overheard, volunteered, “It would go badly 
with them if they attempted anything. The 
guardsmen would be at their throats, the judg- 
ment of God at their souls.’" There was a sound 
as of a tongue clicking against a dry palate. 

The Tribune nearest the Chair of Peter began 
to be filled by members of the Corpo Diploma- 
tic© filing to their places. These were followed 
by the Roman nobility in the Tribune between 
that of the diplomats and the one in which were 
Deirdre and Julia. The filling of the last two 
Tribunes was usually a sign that the Holy Father 
was not far away. People all over the Basilica 
strained nerve and muscle to see what was hap- 
pening. Now there were only occasional whispers, 
sometimes a spoken word, but for the most part 
sound was lost in measureless height and space. 
A lull took the place of silence. Then the organ 
pealed into the march that announces the coming 
of Saint Peter’s successor. 

There was a great clapping of hands. " Viva il 
Papa! Viva! Evviva !” as the cortege advanced 
slowly down the center. It was led by the humblest 
of them all, the sons of Saint Francis, Capuchins, 
Friars Minor in the brown of their habits, fol- 
lowed by the Conventuals in black. Then came 
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officers of the Noble Guard, Palatine Guard, 
Pontifical Guard and the Commander of the 
Swiss. After him, Cardinal Patriarchs, Arch- 
bishops, Bishops, Monsignori and priests and 
men of minor orders. These in turn were followed 
by the Pontifical Choir and Choirs of the 
Lateran, of San Damaso and Santa Maria in 
Trastevere, that cardinal love of the great Secre- 
tary of State, Mariano Rampolla of blessed mem- 
ory. Canons of all seven Basilicas were in the 
pageant, and representatives of ancient first 
Orders of the Church besides Franciscans. There 
were the Benedictines, Camaldolens, Vallombro- 
sians, Cistercians, Dominicans, Augustinians, 
Fathers of Penance. There was a magnificent 
section of Jesuits, the pictures of whose martyred 
Saints had hung, valiant, from the columns of the 
vast apse, only a few years before, on the oc- 
casion of their canonization. There were count- 
less others in that long procession, men of highest 
intelligence, sublime spirituality, whose mere 
presence testified to the stupendous value, the 
breadth and width and height and depth of the 
Truth as represented by Mother Church. How 
could it be possible, seeing, and understanding, 
to deny and remain outside? Men do not give 
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their lives for an untruth! And yet — there will 
always be the spiritually blind — Latapoff will 
always stand waiting, hand full of dust ! 

Johanna de Kasatkin’s soul thrilled within her 
when she reflected, that this splendid testimony 
of Christianity was assembled to implore help 
for the suffering people of her race. 

“Savior of the world, save Russia!” 

She wondered what might be passing through 
the mind of the great white father of this same 
Christianity as he was carried up the aisle, bless- 
ing as he went. Whatever the faith, the creed, the 
race, the rite of those whose faces were uplifted 
to his, he saw one thing: goodness, the beauty 
of God’s garden of human beings, spirits 
drenched in the ennobling dew of suffering. In 
some there was unmistakably “grace that, touch- 
ing dust, enkindled it to godliness.” 

Hansi was near enough to read the pity in his 
eyes, the tears. Long ago there had been other 
multitudes, a mountain, and the divine Proto- 
type of him who pitied now, and wept. The 
young Russian woman thought that perhaps in 
the Holy Father’s mind these exiles were the 
Poor whose patience would one day be rewarded 
with vision of the Kingdom of Heaven; the 
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Meek who, please God, would one day possess 
their land in peace ; the Mourning whose consola- 
tion would lie in Jesus Christ, their Lord. It 
might be that among them he saw many who 
suffered for justice’ sake, but their thirst should 
be quenched by Justice no mere man can over- 
come. And perhaps the mercy of these martyrs 
who had been shown no mercy would entitle 
them to divine compassion. With the merciful, 
stood the peacemakers, “children of God.” In- 
deed, it came to Hansi’s mind that if the Soviet 
tyrants’ idea had been one of punishment, it was 
a strange misconception. A short time of suffer- 
ing, then the joy of Heaven for all Eternity! 
Magnificat! 

The Pope had reached the altar steps. The 
vesting was about to begin. Behind Johanna 
someone stirred. Again she felt that indefinable 
sense of pursuit. This was an aberration, to be 
put out of her head. She was becoming morbid. 
What right had any such thought to interfere 
between her and her service of God? If by the 
act of coming among these people she had thereby 
publicly declared them her own, what was it to 
anyone but herself? 

However, not one among the emigres had stood 
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closer to the throne than she — or absent Boris. 
Not one was more definitely a target to the Bol- 
shevists than she. But at least the first Apostle 
gave sanctuary. 

Balanced between the music of the Lateran 
Choir and that of the Sistine Chapel, Hansi 
thought she heard a sound, muffled, sinister, off 
towards the sacristy. Then two of the Palatine 
Guard passed hastily down through the sections. 
The sound was repeated; this time it seemed to 
come from the loggia. With quick intuition 
she gathered that somewhere close to her a heart 
beat quickly, nerves were taut. “The blessed mut- 
ter of the Mass” went on. Things were quiet 
now. A small contingent of the Swiss Guard 
moved up the aisle, faces imperturbable. She 
dragged her attention back to the sacrifice of 
Calvary. The white-robed figure went back and 
forth, from epistle to gospel, from gospel to 
tabernacle, from tabernacle to the lifting of the 
chalice. From some mysterious where, a ray of 
s unli ght shafted its arrow to the cup and brought 
the gleam of gold, the translucence of carved 
ivory, the diamonds and crystal of its setting, into 
the picture. 
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Long years after, Hansi was to see that chalice 
again — when the bubble should have burst, when 
the Church in Russia opened its doors — when 
the Benedictine friars who had given the chalice, 
the paten, the knife for the Uniat rite, for this 
one occasion until it all should have come into its 
own. She knew about the chalice — Up and up it 
lifted and was held — Savior of the world, save 
Russia ! Like the swift passing of angels’ wings 
— the unsheathing of swords at attention, an 
onrush — there was nothing in the world to which 
that sound could be compared — sublime — mys- 
terious — 

—Then down from the gallery, limpid, crystal- 
line, not of this world, floated the sound of silver 
trumpets. 

If a touch, cool, healing, could have been laid 
on the forehead of mortal anguish, that was the 
sense that came now to the martyred legions. 
There was one who, while he knelt, did not adore 
Divinity in the Whiteness raised above the earth. 
Where the faithful are gathered together, now, 
as when He who is Christ walked the earth, 
Judas may be present. 

How in the face of Heaven could such traitors 
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as Vsevalod, Karaeva, and Sadovyev, Kirill, 
Yavich and the rest have thought they could hold 
their own? 

Their objective had been the white-robed cen- 
ter of the gathering. How should they not have 
known that Michael at the portico, Raphael where 
the vestry leads out to the Sanctuary, Gabriel 
at an entrance called after the sister of Mary 
Magdalen would guard their own at the point of 
flaming swords? Legions of angels! How had 
they not known? 

Something made of steel that tore its way 
through the waiting crowd outside the Basilica 
had been dislodged, when Akmatovna, unused 
to the long cassock, had caught his foot and was 
hurled down the great flight of Michael Angelo’s 
stairs. The discharge had killed not the Holy 
Father, but a little suchari boy in Rome for the 
first time out of his fields and vineyards. “Take 
me in,” he had whispered. “I don’t want to die 
before I’ve seen the Heart of the World.” 

One of the carabinieri who had a boy of his 
own had raised him in his arms and carried 
him to Shelter. The silver trumpets had been his 
greeting to the Heart of the World, but before 
their tones had quite died out, angels had lifted 
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him into the presence of the White Christ. Again, 
in their stupidity, the assassins had opened the 
gates of Paradise to a willing victim. 

With Akmatovna and Pavelovoy had been one 
Demyanoff. Eight others had been caught, two 
of them having added Franciscan cords to the 
Carmelite habit. A “Jesuit” with a Passionist’s 
crucifix thrust through his sash, and a young 
Oblate wearing the sandals of Saint Francis 
could not deceive the watchful eyes on the lookout 
for just such incongruities. 

“The Missals” were taken in time and con- 
signed to the depths of the Tiber before they 
could do further damage. The man who had 
stood on the corner of Borgo Nuovo was caught 
in flight off Via Trionfale out Monte Mario way, 
and brought back tied with his own rope. The 
heap of death-giving instruments that had caused 
him so much fear were found and quickly dis- 
posed of. Long after the nineteenth of March it 
was learned that twenty Soviet agents disguised 
as priests had tried to break their way into Saint 
Peter’s that day, and all twenty had been cap- 
tured. The Sinister Embassy had not taken the 
intervention of Providence into consideration. 
But then the Sinister Embassy did not believe in 
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Providence. If it had it might have saved twenty 
of its most useful agents from imprisonment. 

When the Domine non sum dignus had been 
said, the Sacrifice consummated, the Holy Father 
borne, blessing as he went, down through the 
crowded way, the great wave of humanity be- 
gan to move. 

For the first time, Hansi was frightened. There 
were so many people. She was so alone. Well as 
she felt she knew her proteges of the house in 
Via Paulina, there were hundreds of others 
among the Russians whom she had never before 
seen. Each one was eager to find a way out. It 
was past two o’clock now and they had been in 
the church since before nine. Hansi felt that 
against such an onrush she could never hold her 
own. She could no longer see Julia and Deirdre. It 
would be impossible to try to find them. The exal- 
tation that had borne her up through passing 
hours had died. She was ready to faint with 
fatigue. Perhaps her best plan would be to allow 
herself to be carried along by the dense crowd. At 
least she would be moving in the same direction 
as the majority. 

“Steady, please. Forgive me, but I am going to 
sec you safely out of this. You don’t look strong 
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enough to battle your way alone.” She felt her- 
self seized by a pair of hands just above the 
elbows, and piloted as a child might be piloted 
through some narrow path. 

“Thank you very much. I was a bit bewil- 
dered,” she answered, looking up. Where had she 
seen the face before ? 

“For years I have wanted to be of some service 
to my countrywoman,” the man rejoined. 



CHAPTER VII 


“The walls of division are falling; 

Beware how you prop them up ! 

For Demos is in the saddle. 

And he carries the world on the crap/* 
John Oxenham 

Long, long ago in the martyred past a giant 
throng had gathered together in the place outside 
the palace to listen to one of the proclamations 
of the Czar. 

For some reason little Johanna had been left 
behind with one attendant, in the second salon 
from that to which the royalties had gone. They 
had stepped out on to the balcony and the people 
were shouting a welcome. 

“Hurry, Katsi — I am all alone. The others 
have gone. You are too slow.” At which someone 
she could not see had seized her by the elbows 
and, with Katsi muttering and murmuring in 
vain, had pushed her ahead until the long French 
windows that opened out onto the terrace were 
reached. Then he let her go. It was Nikolai, Prince 
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Vladimir. She remembered how the boy and 
she had laughed together when he said, “Let’s 
stand next to them. They may take us for royal- 
ties too. What fun it will be!” And they had 
stood directly behind the Czarina, and the people 
seeing them had cheered again, and the royal 
family, appreciating the children’s little joke, had 
laughed with them. 

For half a second she allowed her mind to 
dwell on forbidden ground. Niko! Where was 
he? Tired out, brain utterly weary, she dreamed 
herself back in the old palace where the little 
group of children had had so happy a time, 
where the Czarina had not yet learned to weep, 
and Nicholas II was looked upon as father of his 
people — a people who loved him and were loyal 
to him. Then she remembered, and stiffened up. 
The crowd had thinned out but there was still the 
pressure on her arms, still the sense of being 
guided whether she would or not. 

They were opposite Canova’s lions now — one 
sleeping — one eternally vigilant. Hansi felt that 
in allowing herself to be propelled along as she 
was, this man, whoever he might be, had assumed 
the right to take care of her. She resented the 
familiarity in one breath and in another justi- 
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fied it. He had knelt at Mass among the united 
of their common race. She was a princess of his 
country. He claimed the privilege of defending 
her. His silence spoke volumes. By now they had 
reached the door. She drew herself away and 
turned to thank him. And again she wondered 
at the shadow of resemblance. 

“Where have I seen you?” 

“I live in Rome, Signorina. And I am Rus- 

* 99 

sian. 

“You never come to Via Paulina.” 

“No. I am fortunate in not being obliged to 
accept charity.” His eyes wandered to the hand 
heavy with Nikolai’s ring, to the clasp that fast- 
ened the cobweb of her lace. 

“To give to one’s own in need is not charity. 
They would do the same for me if I were in their 
place.” 

“Patristic ?” 

“Patristicism has been killed by the revolution. 
You must realize that.” 

“Will Via Paulina help revive it? Wouldn’t it 
be better to let them work out their salvation 
alone ?” 

She looked him full in the face. How could he, 
a Russian and an exile, ask such a question of 
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her who was doing her utmost to save an almost 
hopeless situation? 

“I don’t understand your attitude. All the rest 
of my compatriots try to encourage me, not pre- 
vent my doing the little I try to do.” 

He laughed. “Perhaps I am a cynic. If you 
remember, after the war the exiles everywhere 
sat down to let their hosts do everything. I hate 
to think that we might attempt the same.’' 

“Don’t worry, please. I have shouldered the 
burden and am only too happy to assume all 
responsibility. My one regret is that the house is 
not four times as large. Good-by, and thank you. 
I will find my friends outside.” 

But look as she would, she could not see the 
car. “They are probably waiting, out in the 
Piazza. It’s deliciously cool. I will walk around. 
No. Please do not bother.” 

“Just let me drive you to the Piazza then. 
Your slippers ” 

She looked down at her feet. “They are thin, 
and the cobbles are rough.” 

But even on the Piazza San Pietro there was 
no one. All the private cars had driven away, 
only a few lonely taxis were left to pick up a fare 
where and how they might. 
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“They’ve gone.” There was distress in her 
tone. “Well, it can’t be helped. Half Rome is 
walking, anyway.” 

“It’s far,” he ventured, wondering just where 
she did live. They had found out that at least 
she did not share the apartment with the British 
and American women. 

“It is some distance, but I often do it.” Again 
she glanced ruefully down to her heels — “Not 
in these.” 

“Where then?” 

“To the Adolorata.” 

“The Celio. Hospital of the Adolorata,” he 
said to the chauffeur. 

“I am afraid I am being indiscreet. I don’t 
even know your name.” 

“I am called Karsky Maximov.” 

“That is strange,” Hansi rejoined. “I thought 
I knew the names of every Russian in Rome. 
There must be a great many more than I realize. 
The number at Saint Peter’s proved that.” 

Again his eyes wandered to the great emerald, 
then to the brilliants on her shoes. Unconsciously 
she drew the lace of her mantilla closer. 

“We who are exiles must keep our own coun- 
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sel. All I know of you, Signorina, is that you are 
one of us — and very beautiful ” 

“Please, not that. It’s not true and I don’t like 
it. I too ‘am known’ as Fraulein Johanna Sendel.” 

“I shall respect your incognito,” he answered 
with a sardonic smile she did not perceive. 

“Do you mind telling me just what you do?” 

“Of course not. I am one of the flyers. I work 
between the two countries, and Poland and Ger- 
many. I am supposed to fly for the Soviet State. 
To gain what information I can I* must mix with 
all kinds of people and in every country.” 

“I see.” But further than that she would not 
go until she knew him better. And Maximov saw 
plainly that to obtain the information he needed, 
he must take heed that she did know him very 
much better. It had been a lucky morning to give 
him even so small a clew, but he was on the right 
scent now and knew it. He must push the hunt to 
the death. 

“I thank the good fortune that has brought 
us together. Every day I make a report of the 
Fraulein’ s generosity to my chief. Even to real- 
ize that forty-five families of our homeless Rus- 
sians have so good a friend as you, encourages 



142 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

us to do our best. Tell me, Fraulein, how does it 
happen that you espouse the cause of the exiles 
so — vigorously? That section reserved for Rus- 
sia this morning — it was impossible for anyone 
not of us to gain admittance there. How did you, 
an Austrian, persuade them to give you a pink 
ticket ?” 

“I am only half Austrian,” she laughed. But 
that was as far as she would go. Still she was 
not certain of this man. That she had seen him 
before there was no doubt. That she had ever 
met him, she questioned. The hair was slightly 
streaked with gray, the long aquiline nose, the 
thin-lipped mouth, the pallid coloring, all racial 
traits that spoke for themselves. The eyes baffled 
her; small, set closely together, they were at 
times utterly opaque and expressionless. Sud- 
denly they could gleam and glitter and fasten 
her own helplessly to themselves. Then the dark 
curtain would drop, and set free her will. 

When Boris had urged silence, when he had 
warned her to use the utmost discretion with re- 
gard to his and her affairs, he had not meant 
that she should raise a barrier between herself 
and fellow countrymen in exile. At Via Paulina 
they all knew who she was. They knew about 
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Boris, and that he and their Prince Vladimir 
were both of the White Secret Service, both fly- 
ing in disguise for the Soviet State. This man 
was obviously one of them. Suppose Boris were 
to be treated as she treated this Maximov ? Sup- 
pose Niko 

“Why should you not know? All the others 
do. I am not Sendel. That was my mother’s name. 
I am Hansi, Princess de Kasatkin, and Boris is 
my brother.” 

“He is living?” 

“Living and flying like you — between the 
countries, and for White Russia. He flies under 
another name.” 

The pale eyes gleamed. The glitter in them was 
the one sign he gave that the long search was 
over. Even suppose what he feared was true, 
that the disguised agents had been apprehended, 
that the muffled sounds from sacristy and portico 
signified failure, it was all paid for, amply paid 
for, by the running of his quarry to earth. Paris 
had been drained, London dragged from heights 
to uttermost depths. In all Austria no trace could 
be found of any Sendel who could prove the 
identity of the young woman living alone in 
Rome. The maid, Santina, had been of the great- 
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est assistance, but even she was stupid about 
detail. She had never dared report the loss of 
her money for fear of what they might do as 
reprisal. Hansi herself had cleared the situation. 
He would have laughed out had he dared. It was 
all so simple. 

“How you must have suffered! And your 
brother too.” 

“It is strange you have not met, flying for the 
same thing?” 

“We must not meet. That is one of the laws 
definitely set down. He may never be seen speak- 
ing to any members of the corps. Even to Nikolai 
Vladimir,” he ventured. His only answer was 
that the woman’s eyes filled. She would not dis- 
cuss Niko even with her friends. 

“What has become of your little brother and 
sister ?” the man asked. 

“God knows. We have never heard.” 

He drew a breath. At least this family had 
given something to the Union of Socialist Re- 
publics. It must be made to give a great deal 
more. 

They drove along without saying much. They 
were passing the Coliseum now. She saw what 
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she had never failed to see, the martyrs, the lions, 
the wilder beasts that filled the tribunes of the 
Caesars. He followed her eyes to the breach in 
the rounding wall. “What is it?” he asked. 

“The long pageant of the dead who are living, 
the martyrs. The Neros are dead with ancient 
Rome. The pagans who built up its glory are 
dead and forgotten except for stone and marble. 
But the Saints they tried to kill are more mag- 
nificently alive and shining to-day than they 
would ever have been if they had done what was 
asked of them.” 

“Do you really believe that ?” 

“Why, I know it. Don’t you? Everything that 
was built as a monument to the persecutors is 
preserved as an altar to those who suffered un- 
der them. You. must see that?” 

“Is it a parallel between ancient Rome and 
Russia of to-day?” 

“Why not? Even to-day any understanding 
person knows that not Kerensky nor the man al- 
ready forgotten, Trotsky, nor Lenin, nor even 
Stalin, unless by miracle he is converted, will be 
remembered. The Patriarch Tikhon, Bishop Du- 
bovski. Monsignor Budkiewicz, Archbishop Von 
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Ropp, Monsignor Okolo-Kulak and thousands of 
others as heroic are a living example to the 
world.” 

“But they have been put to death by the 
Soviet !” 

“Their example and their sanctity could never 
be put to death any more than their souls. I’d not 
answer for the souls of the G.P.U. who sen- 
tenced them. Only God can do that.” 

As she spoke he watched the muscles that 
moved in the delicate throat, he took note of the 
slender column of her neck — his fingers were 
strong 

“You believe that, do you not?” 

“You and I must believe alike. 

“I remember so well what Matthew Arnold 
wrote when he tried to make clear the attitude of 
Roman emperors towards Christianity: ‘Philo- 
sophically contemptible, politically subversive, and 
morally abominable — a vast secret society with 
obscure aims of political and social subversion.* 
It is the same thing with the Bolsheviki. They 
are afraid the good will triumph. And it will, 
even with Antichrist in the saddle.” 

“You may be right. But will you forgive me if 
I tell you I think the situation has worked too 
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much on your nerves ? You look very frail, Prin- 
cess. It is one of two things, or both, the climate 
of Rome after the bracing climate of Lenin- 
grad ” 

“Saint Petersburg.” 

“As you will. Either that, or nerves. You have 
assumed such great responsibilities. Are you 
strong enough to bear them?” 

Hansi smiled. “Everyone asks me the same 
thing. I have not had to consult a doctor since I 
left Russia when I was a very young girl. I have 
never yet found a country that did not agree 
with me. I’m stronger than the Italian women I 
know. Under an appearance of frailty I have a 
remarkable constitution.” 

“And yet you were frightened at the crowd?” 

“That was only natural. When you took hold 
of me I was not afraid. It was probably more 
mental relief than physical. I’ve always hated 
crowds.” 

“If you were of the proletariat you would 
love them.” 

“I doubt it. And I think the proletariat is only 
pretending when it seems to enjoy being shoved 
and pushed about. Nobody really likes it. Here 
we are. Thank you so much.” 
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The redoubtable Sister Portress stood in the 
doorway. She did not seem particularly pleased 
with the appearance of Hansi’s escort. Maximov 
had jumped down and was helping Hansi to de- 
scend. 

"This is a new friend, Sister, one of us, gos- 
podin Karsky Maximov.” 

"Tovarish,” corrected the man. 

"I’m sorry. I forgot. I always think of my 
friends as gentlemen and ladies. ‘Comrade’ is 
too familiar.” 

"There are no ladies and gentlemen left,” an- 
nounced Maximov. 

"A mistake that will have to be corrected,” said 
Hansi sweetly. 

Meantime the sister who held the keys studied 
the Russian’s face. She decidedly did not like it. 
But it would be impolite to him to show her dis- 
approval, and to Fraulein Sendel who had so few 
friends. He turned to Hansi and asked in a low 
voice if she would trust herself to fly with him 
some fine day. Her eyes sparkled with a sense 
of adventure. 

“Where would we go?” 

“Frascati — if you would take a little basket of 
lunch along and we need not go to any of the 
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restaurants — or Tivoli — and we could wander 
through the gardens. Or — if you would dare go 
farther — we could easily do. Capri and back in 
a day.” 

v “I should love it. We could take someone else 
along, one of my friends, Miss Leith, or Julia 
Hope? I might even take a little Romanized 
American portrait painter. You must know her, 
everyone does, Joan Kaye. She knows all about 
the Russian Romans and helps me with them.” 

“It's a wonderful suggestion, but I must al- 
ways fly light. One besides myself is all my plane 
will carry. Besides, we have so many things to 
talk about. I believe you could help me too, and I 
you. We had better work our problems out alone.” 

This seemed to Hansi entirely reasonable, and 
if he were crude in some of the things he said 
and did, tactlessly helpful as he had been in the 
crush of the church, it was all a part of his own 
personality. Because a man was Russian was no 
reason why he should take on the manner of her 
own caste. Because she had grown somewhat ac- 
customed to it, the face no longer repelled her. 
She held out her hand. 

“Then au revoir. It seems rather soon after 
so short an acquaintance to say I will go with 
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you to Capri — it was only an hour or so ago that 
you spoke to me for the first time.” 

“Must friends in exile be so formal?” he 
asked. 

“Perhaps you are right. When shall we go?” 

“If to-morrow is fair, and it promises to be, 
I will have my car at the door. How early could 
you start? The earlier the better.” 

“If we started — I’d like to see the sun rise — 
if we start at dawn when could we get back?” 

“At noon. At dusk. By night. Whenever you 
like.” 

“Make it night then. And we’ll fly to Capri. 
I’ve never seen Vesuvius from the air. We’ll not 
bother taking anything with us. Can you land 
easily at Capri?” 

“The landing field is outside Sorrento. There 
are plenty of little boats to take us to the island.” 

“That would be nice, otherwise we could have 
made Monte Cassino and the Guest House for 
lunch — or even stop beyond Naples and take a 
car to Posillipo for a fritto misto. Suppose we de- 
cide as we go along? Oh, it will be amusing — 
and I have not been really amused for years.” 

Without an answer he stooped and kissed her 
hand. 
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“I don’t like that man,” said the old portress 
when he had gone. 

“He makes me laugh. Sister. And very few 
people can do that.” 

It was at about the same time Deirdre said to 
Julia Hope that she was afraid for Hansi. 



CHAPTER VIII 


“From the first lattice we looked out 

Upon a boundless waste of night-black sea. 

So vast and void that my soul chilled 
At its black misery.” 

John Oxenham 

Lying awake, Hansi watched the hour hand of 
her clock move to four. Somewhere down a long 
corridor the Westminster chimes had clanged 
all through the night, quarter by quarter, half 
by half, hour by hour, softly, as though they 
feared to wake those who might be sleeping. 

Such a little thing troubled her. Perhaps in the 
full flare of daylight she would never have both- 
ered her head about it, but the dark exaggerated 
everything. Should she, or should she not leave 
word where she was going? Sister Annunciata 
might be frightened when she came to do up her 
room. Why should she be ? She would not miss her 
in the chapel because very often she went to Mass 
outside the Convent. And she never thought of 
knocking on the door until well after eight. How 

152 
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could she possibly discover that the occupant of 
that particular room had left it at dawn? If 
there were any real trouble the nuns knew enough 
to telephone Deirdre’s house. Hansi could hear 
Julia’s answer — “She is in good hands wherever 
she is. Just leave her there. Don’t be frightened. 
Sister. Hansi can take care of herself.” They had 
forsaken her yesterday at Saint Peter’s, why 
would they be more solicitous to-morrow? 

She could hear Deirdre’s laugh : “Hansi is over 
twenty. Why worry ?” 

But suppose Boris were to make one of his rare 
reappearances ? 

It was the thought of Boris that decided her. 
As soon as she was dressed she leaned down to 
her desk. 

I am flying to Capri for the day with Karsky Maximov. 
Will return by seven o’clock to-night. 

Hansi Sendel. 

Then, quietly as the passing of a ghost through 
the hall she made her way to the door. The lock 
was easy to turn and she had only to slide a bolt 
out of place. The motor stood at the door. To her 
surprise there were two men in front instead of 
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one. As she appeared in the doorway, one of 
them who wore a black blouse with his trousers 
tucked into high boots, jumped down and stood at 
attention while she entered the car. Once she was 
safely inside he slammed the door. The slam was 
disconcerting. She was thankful that the nuns 
slept on the other side of the house. In the front 
rooms there was no one to hear. Yesterday this 
man’s master had kissed her hand and called her 
Princess. 

How could she tell that on leaving the convent 
grounds Maximov had ordered the chauffeur to 
drive like hell to Via Gaeta ? How could she know 
he had flung himself past the guard at the Sinis- 
ter Embassy’s door, up the winding stairs and 
into the presence of a man who wore the plain 
dress of a Soviet official and sat writing at a 
desk? 

“If you did not look so triumphant, I’d have 
you in chains for your impudence. Triumph is 
something new for us. By any chance you have 
not heard that the men taken this morning are 
free ?” 

“I had heard of no capture.” 

“You evidently safeguarded yourself nicely.” 
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“I did my own work in my own way. Who was 
caught? How?” 

“You were at Saint Peter’s and heard noth- 
ing?” 

“I heard something of a disturbance. Why did 
they let themselves into the trap?” 

“Because they blundered.” 

“Where are the men?” 

“In prison. It will be your affair to get them 
out.” 

“I have something else to do.” 

“Be careful. More impertinence?” 

“Merely the opportunity to do the greatest 
service to the U.S.S.R. that has been done for 
ten years.” 

“What?” 

“I mean that Nikolai Vladimir may now stop 
marking time. We’ll turn the woman, Ilya Nad- 
son, into as perfect a servant for his Soviet wife 
as is to be found in all the country.” His sneer 
twisted his face into something even more dis- 
agreeable than nature had made it. 

“Just what are you driving at? Have you 
found him a wife that will be acceptable to the 
G.P.U.? It has waited a long time to find the 
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right one. No more peasants for princes! The 
experiment does not work.” 

“I have discovered one of his own kind.” 

“In hiding?” 

“Better than that. I am taking her with her 
own consent on a flight.” 

The next question was sharp — “You’ve been 
outside Italy?” 

“I know my duty. I have not been outside 
Italy. I told you I do my work in my own way. 
To-morrow at dawn I fly to Capri with Princess 
Johanna de Kasatkin — of, shall we say — Lenin- 
grad? Alone.” 

His chief stared. “Some woman is making a 
fool of you. Are you quite mad? I have often 
thought so. All the Kasatkins have disappeared. 
Not one of them left.” 

“Did you not suspect the Austrian woman 
called Hansi Sendel? Why would an Austrian 
risk her life for the emigres as she has done in 
establishing that old palace on Via Paulina? She 
was supposed to have perished with Kasatkin 
and his second wife. Well, she turned up first in 
Paris, then in Rome. But I have only just found 
out who she is. When you sent her the Red 
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warning to desist her attention to that scum you 
were not sure of her identity yourself. The rat, 
Santina, told you where you could find her. Well, 
she is more than a spy in the pay of the Whites. 
That is what was at the back of your brain when 
you sent the note. She is the one woman the 
U.S.S.R. has needed since it decided that a union 
between aristocrat and peasant does not always 
produce the desired result. We need our own 
scientists, philosophers, higher intelligences. We 
are tired of importing brain matter, tired of 
paying for it. Mate this woman to Nikolai Vladi- 
mir — if you dare.” 

“The Soviet dares anything.” 

“The luxury of this union may be expensive. 
She was engaged to marry Vladimir before the 
glory that is revolution. If we should have to 
send her to Lubyanka II, or merely shoot her 
wherever she is, it would mean finding another 
wife for him. We’ve waited too long as it is and 
these waits cost many kopeks. She is still in love 
with the man.” 

“How do you know?” 

“She turned as white as if all her blood was 
drained when I mentioned his name.” 
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“Pah!” 

“Sneer as much as you like. He means some- 
thing to her. Why did she turn white?” 

“Because she is a fool. No one but a fool could 
be in love with a man she’s not seen for ten 
years. He’s not been outside Russia in all that 
time. Part of it he has been married to the Nad- 
son woman.” 

“Yes, and their child is a senseless dolt. Why 
didn’t you marry him to someone else when you 
found it out?” 

“You know as well as I it is impossible to find 
women of his caste. They are afraid to let them- 
selves be known. Not one of them in Russia to- 
day would acknowledge herself anything but a 
peasant. The last identification tags were burned 
with the Romanoffs. Oh, at the Cheka there are 
a few probably left in the cellars. But between 
rats and nerves, black bread and sickness they’d 
not be fit for our purpose now.” 

“What will you do with Ilya Nadson? It will 
be a great joke on all three of them for her to be 
the servant, but she’ll have to do other work. 
That’s not enough. She’s got to be punished for 
having an idiot as a son.” 

“She is big and brawny. We use her in the 
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mines. Her moron son has inherited enough 
strength to push the barrows to the shafts.” 

“The Princess Johanna — ” Maximov paused. 
He loved to see the veins in Kossakow’s forehead 
swell into little angry rivulets. “The Princess 
Johanna has lived during the last ten years be- 
tween Roman food, tramontana and sirocco. She 
looks as frail as a spirit and has the endurance 
of a hundred men. She boasts of not needing the 
help of a doctor for all the years she has been in 
exile.” 

“Good. Now get out. Why do you stand 
there?” 

“I told you she loves this man. What are you 
going to do about it? You know the law.” 

“I know it well enough to be aware there is 
something in the back of your head you have not 
told me. Out with it.” 

“Instead of running the risk of failure why 
not marry the woman to me? I have only had 
four divorces. My present wife is in Siberia. It 
wouldn’t make any difference to her. It might be 
awkward to shoot the Kasatkin. She’s got power- 
ful friends in Italy. It’s poor policy to antagonize 
so strong an enemy. Married to me, nobody 
would care.” 
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The President of Executive Committees out- 
side Russia grinned and showed his fangs. 

<r We will mate her with an aristocrat. Suppose 
she is what they call in love. Marry them for 
love then, but keep them tools of the State. If 
we fail, you can have her.” 

“She’s stubborn. She would never consent to 
surrender any children she might have to the 
Colonies.” 

“There are such things as racks and thumb- 
screws.” 

“She believes in Christian martyrdom. You're 
not going to frighten any of these — Christians 
— with the threat you use on the peasants — ‘Obe- 
dience, or death.’ She talked to me about the 
Coliseum. Those people weren’t frightened. And 
the French aristocrats weren’t frightened of the 
guillotine. Here you’ve got a Christian aristo- 
crat.” 

“I’ll take the risk. There was an older brother, 
and two younger children born of old de Kasat- 
kin’s second wife, Alexandrovna.” 

“She knows nothing about them. They are 
probably either dead or leading the children of 

the Colonies. They are born leaders, d them, 

the whole breed.” 
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“Where is the one called Boris?” 

“He knows enough to keep out of the U.S.S.R. 
He lives in the air but has never been known to 
fly over the border. She thinks he does, but our 
men are too vigilant. He has never been reported. 
I believe he does White propaganda throughout 
Italy and the Islands, Germany and Poland.” 

“Why did you not report this yourself?” 

“I have only just learned he flies under a pseu- 
donym.” 

“You have had a successful morning, what- 
ever has happened to the rest of us. Now go.” 

Meanwhile, the subject of yesterday’s argu- 
ment sat back in the motor of the Sinister Em- 
bassy, with a beating heart. She was beginning to 
feel the reaction after her excitement of yester- 
day. What did she know about this man as a 
flyer? He might have the best will in the world 
and not be a competent pilot. As they drove past 
the Scala Santa she began to think of prayer. 
She turned towards the sacred stairway. 

“Our Father Who art in heaven ” 

Out through Porta San Giovanni and on to the 
road that winds to Frascati. Perhaps he would 
not be there. Perhaps something might have 
gone wrong with the plane. Perhaps a thousand 
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things might prevent this going into — what ? The 
excitement that had buoyed her up had given 
place to fear. She wished she had courage to tell 
the men to turn back. But if she had, would 
they? 

Far out ahead, beyond the fields, on a rise of 
high land, lay the shining white of Grotta Fer- 
rata, novitiate of the Franciscan Missionaries of 
Mary. If it had not been that some day — some 
far-away day only God knew when — Nikolai 
would come back to her, she had been sorely 
tempted to throw herself at the feet of the 
Mother Superior there and beseech her to take 
her in. She would oh so gladly be an out-sister, 
beg her bread and theirs for the remainder of her 
life 

Before they reached the abrupt turn that led 
directly to the monastery gate, the car swerved 
sharply to the right. In front of them lay a broad 
stretch and hangar roofs, glowing ruby in the 
morning light. On both sides of the low build- 
ings stood giant cypress trees on guard. She 
never saw a cypress without thinking of Boek- 
lin’s Island of the Dead. 

There were quiet waters — one might almost 
throw a stone to see its rings all circling round 
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in ripples. A barque, a shrouded figure white in 
the prow and deep green cypresses shadowing 
those who slept in marble mausoleum. She shook 
the morbid memory out of her mind. Somewhere 
to the left a nightingale greeted the sun. The 
quiet hum of the car was not too loud to drown 
the sound. It came from the top of trees that 
enclosed the White Nuns’ chapel. Happy novices 
— so safely housed in cloister ! The last vestige of 
adventurous thrill was quite gone when the car 
suddenly stopped at the side of a small plane 
ready for flight. Maximov, curiously dressed in 
the blackest black on which Hansi’s eyes had ever 
rested, stepped quickly to the door before the 
man could reach it, and again stooped over her 
lifeless hand ; at which the footman and chauffeur 
exchanged glances. 

“Not afraid?” 

“Why should I be?” 

“Have you had anything to eat? Any coffee?” 

She shook her head. “Why do you remind me? 
I forgot all about it. I am quite happy without 
it.” 

“Then we will begin our holiday with a stop 
at Civita Vecchia. There’s a long pier reaching 
out over the water, little tables scattered here and 
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there. Waiters come up out of the sea — like 
magic. Would you like that?” 

She laughed. And suddenly realizing that this 
man, easy and pleasant as he could be, had made 
her laugh yesterday, whole-heartedly for the first 
time in months, she laughed again. It might not 
be so bad after all. She had been lonely and mor- 
bid, and it was all over. Prophetic instinct? Non- 
sense. There was no such thing. 

“I think — I really believe I would love it.” 

He asked her to forgive him when he took her 
by the elbows and helped her into the cockpit. 
There was such a narrow little space out in front 
of him! But Hansi’s slenderness seemed to take 
the smallest fraction of it. 

He vaulted in behind her— a whirr— they were 
up and out. She had only flown once before, 
across the Channel on her last visit to England. 
Then it had been with eleven other passengers 
and little sense of actual flying. She looked 
around once. The man’s face was almost hidden 
beneath the black mask of the helmet. His eyes 
were fixed on the horizon. She thought they 
smiled courage to her in the brief glance. What- 
ever there might be in this man’s face to repel 
and frighten her, whatever somber phantom 
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seemed at certain moments to darken it, was lost 
in the inexplicable magnetism of his eyes. They 
were ugly, small, the color indefinite, even opaque 
at tim es. But when the glint — she could only call 
it that — when the glint came into them they 
fastened on to her own in such a way that she 
felt them to be a magnet and herself as steel. 

In some way unaccountable, they drew her 
helplessly out of her will to keep her own counsel, 
into telling him whatever he wanted to know. 
But of course he was one of them. The telling 
could make no possible difference. Unless he 
knew whatever there was to know, how could he 
be of help to the cause of the emigres? 

At Civita Vecchia they glided to a landing 
field, then walked out to the quay where little 
tables bright with patches of genista glowed like 
gold in the sunlight. 

Believing the pair to be lovers, the Sicilian who 
brought the crescents and flat rolls and coffee, 
smiled and nodded and chattered about the beauty 
of the sea and day and made himself a part of 
the festa to such a degree that Maximov’s eyes 
were forced to warn him that discretion would 
be the better part. Then he retired out of earshot, 
If they wanted anything more he would remain 
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in sight. However, he might also have managed 
to remain within the sound of their voices had he 
not discovered to his chagrin that they spoke a 
language strange to his ears. If even it had been 
English — like many other Italians of his class he 
had spent a few years in Brooklyn — ma- per chef 

Coffee finished, Hansi pulled out of her coat 
pocket a quaint old enameled case, red, with a 
crown and monogram of rose diamonds in one 
corner. “One of mine ?” she asked. 

“Thanks.” His eyes were fixed on the case 
rather than on the cigarettes. Most men would 
have exclaimed at its beauty and asked to see it 
at closer range. Not Maximov. He simply stared. 

“Pretty, isn’t it? It is one of the few things I 
have that belonged to my mother. It was her 
card case but I use it for my cigarettes. See? Her 
crown.” 

“Very lovely. All such relics are either in 
museums or have been sold for the benefit of 
Russians in one way or another, Red or White.” 

Her eyes opened wide. It seemed a bizarre 
way to put it. The Reds were not Russians. At 
least in Hansi’s sense. They were renegades, 
apostates, deserters, but not Russians. However, 
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why argue? She slipped the little case back into 
her pocket. 

“Are you never afraid you will be caught?” 
she asked him. “It must be risky.” 

“Oh, as long as they think I’m flying for the 
U.S.S.R., it’s all right. I can best serve my coun- 
try so.” After a pause he added, “It is in this way 
I learn about all our men who seem to have dis- 
appeared. Prince Nikolai Vladimir, for example. 
And your brother.” 

Her hand stole to her heart. Niko again. She 
must look down, not up. It was her turn to find 
out. She must give no information. Not even to 
Maximov, one of them. 

“I have never understood about him. Why, as 
a former Czarist, is he allowed to go free? I 
thought they put them all in prison.” 

He looked at her with some curiosity. Was she 
as simple as she appeared to be? How much did 
she actually know? In his own mind there was 
no doubt that Nikolai was what the Whites would 
call a renegade. He had saved his life by giving 
it to the Reds. He could never return to the 
status he had held before — in any country. As to 
the Soviet State, he was a marked man there. He 
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was one of them, or there was always the House 
of Death. Siberia was no good. Political prisoners 
were always escaping from Siberia. 

“Generally they put them in prison. Vladimir 
went Red and saved his life. I say — ” Once more 
his eyes fastened on the ring that Hansi twisted 
round and round on her finger. “Don’t mind my 
impertinence, please. Wasn’t — was there not an 
engagement between you ?” 

What harm could it do to acknowledge it ? She 
would never deny Niko, however he might have 
been forced into a false forgetfulness of herself. 

“Yes. We were going to be married. Then the 
war separated us.” 

“Have you ever seen him since?” 

In all sincerity she could say she had never 
seen him since the day he left her in Paris. 

“It must have been hard for you at first.” 

At first? Would the pain in her heart never 
cease ? 

“We all must act a part, we Russians. I hoped 
I had concealed what I have suffered. Perhaps 
I’ve shown you more than most. It is the differ- 
ence between acting for an audience you know — 
as we used to act in the Court Theater among 
ourselves, or playing to strangers. One does bet- 
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ter work for people who look on you as a puppet, 
not as a friend.” 

“What do you know about acting?” he laughed. 
“You are sincere and simple enough.” 

“Oh, I used to play in the private theater at 
Tsarskoe Selo with the little Princesses. I always 
had the leading part, for they were like small 
ramrods. Even his Imperial Majesty used to pat 
me on the head and say Russia had lost its best 
actress in the fiancee of the leading man. Niko 
was wonderful. Boris always laughed and forgot 
his lines. I never told the reason why I acted 
well.” 

“Tell me.” 

“I’d not play unless he played with me. It was 
real, you see. Not acting at all.” 

“Even then?” 

“Oh, yes. And we were only children of four- 
teen up. I have never played since, of course.” 

“May I ask another question ? Does it all mean 
as much now as it did then?” 

There was a long pause. It was so still. She 
had never opened her heart to a human being 
about the one dream of her life. After a while 
she answered: “If I didn’t believe him to be 
alive, not changed, I would not want to live my- 
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self. If I were not waiting 1 for Niko I think I 
should have tried to get into Russia to help save 
the people, even if I had to disguise myself.” 

“You are not a Jeanne d’Arc. Where would 
you find an army strong enough ? Even Bismarck, 
with his illusion about German rule, never could 
bring enough men and ammunition across the 
border.” 

“Not that. The thing that is killing Russia, 
that would kill any nation, is that it’s only a body, 
a strong body without a soul. If she is to be saved 
she must be brought back to spirituality. Oh, I 
grant you that in the time of the Czar all the 
priests were not what they should have been. The 
little rulers — shall we call them? — were auto- 
cratic. But there are instances of that in every 
country. The ones that are highest cannot always 
control the cruelty of petty nobles. But not even 
their autocracy, even their individual cruelty can 
begin to approach the tyranny and despotism of 
the Soviet rule. The people are terrified. They 
have given up their souls, and their bodies are in 
daily danger.” 

“Do you really believe that?” Oddly enough, 
that the truth had penetrated so far out of the 
lan d in dispute had never occurred to him. 
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“The people believed they suffered under 
Nicholas,” he added. “There had to be some 
change.” 

“If they had appealed to him, everything would 
have been put right. I know my countrymen 
from highest to lowliest. They were a happy race. 
There was always plenty of food and plenty of 
good work. They sang and laughed and danced 
at their work.” 

“What about the boatmen ?” 

“An occasional tyrant was cruel ; that one indi- 
vidual gave a bad reputation to all. Now they 
are all tyrannical, all the rulers and leaders. And 
the poor boatmen don’t dare raise their voices. 
The Czar would have put a stop to it if they had 
appealed. But the wicked voices of the Com- 
munists prevailed. They spoke first. And now all 
the Russians are weeping blood.” 

“The traveler who flies to Russia, the tourist 
who visits her, has a different story to tell.” 

She spoke with bitterness. “The whole world 
of thinking men and women understand that the 
stage jis set. Travelers are shown playgrounds, 
people swimming in the sunshine, dancers in 
pavilions. All stage settings. It takes ages to get 
a passport into the cities of Russia. Why? The 
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Hermitage and Little Hermitage must be opened 
and aired, the guards put in their places, the 
libraries must seem to be used. The museums that 
are a hoarding place for beautiful things stolen 
from churches and palaces must be swept and 
garnished. It is all artificial. The curtain has to 
be raised so that the play to the curious outsiders 
may go on.” 

“You know so much!” 

“Only those who are not hoodwinked know so 
much.” 

He studied her face. Hansi had in it to con- 
ceal nothing. “Then I don’t suppose you believe 
in this Five Year Plan of theirs?” 

“They are murdering their people to do it. 
Now they are employing wives as well as hus- 
bands. Did you ever see a play called ‘The World 
We Live In’? It’s a repetition of that. Insects 
working under martial law, at battle against the 
entire insect world. I remember how they counted 
to speed up the work; one, two, three, four was 
too slow, so they counted ‘one, two, four. One, 
two, four.’ It’s like that. In the play the weaker 
insects would die and the stronger ones would 
trample them down. There’s no difference in 
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Russia. To finish their work they trample their 
workers to death.” 

“But what about the end ? Wouldn’t it be worth 
these deaths ?” 

“That’s the point. The Plan is the beginning of 
the end. The judgment of Heaven must inevitably 
fall on their Tower of Babel. The Babylonians 
themselves are bound to rebel. They would rebel 
now if they had a leader. Don’t you realize the 
poor men and women they are beating to submis- 
sion are starving?” 

“I believe it is not as bad as that. They have 
their holidays.” 

“Every five days they have a holiday and spend 
it all standing in line for a bit of bread or a pair 
of old shoes. There’s no such thing as actual 
living. Don’t you remember the law at which so 
man y landlords used to rebel, before the war? 
No sick person, nor his family, could ever be dis- 
possessed even if rent payments were not forth- 
coming. Doctors did work for such people with- 
out compensation, gave them medicines and 
proper food. That is one small instance of the 
humane state before the revolution. In all Soviet 
Russia to-day where is such kindness found? 
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Now such tenants are thrown out on the street. 
If they rebel they are shot.” 

In his eagerness to know where she had ob- 
tained her information, he leaned forward, fixing 
his eyes on hers. 

“Where in the world do you get all this ?” 

“It’s only the beginning. It takes too long to 
tell. Everyone knows it, except the people who 
are too indifferent or callous to bother their heads 
about a country so remote.” 

“I suppose refugees are constantly coming to 
Via Paulina?” 

“Oh, yes. And their stories are not pretty. 
Some of them are so ghastly I would not repeat 
them even to you. I take a great many papers 
and devour them. I have Mackenzie’s Russian 
Crucifixion by heart, and I listen to Monsignor 
D’Herbigny and read every line he writes. The 
Ochrana, Vassilyev’s and Fiilop-Miller’s, is more 
than enlightening. The Soviet Union Year Book 
is a revelation of materialism and lack of re- 
ligion. Terribly full of words and empty of any- 
thing that might make one loyal to the Soviet 
And that little guide book, the ‘Soviet Union.’ I 
had great trouble in getting them both. It gives 
more information between the lines than volumes 
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of loud-spoken propaganda.” Much of the infor- 
mation she had, she had obtained at first hand 
from Boris. But here her guardian angel must 
have tipped her tongue with silence. 

“There is a great deal you will never know, my 
dear. There is a world inside the U.S.S.R. on 
which you have not touched.” 

She resented the familiarity of his speech. But, 
after all, it might have been unconscious. Natu- 
rally she supposed his attitude with regard to the 
country was her own. 

“What happens when mothers teach their chil- 
dren the name of God? When fathers tell them 
about the Jesus who was crucified for them?” 

“Death.” 

“That’s just it. It is our country, ours, and the 
one thing that could save it, the only one thing 
that could make it truly great, has been taken 
away. Until religion is restored to Russia in full 
liberty she will continue to be the futile, pitiful 
failure she is to-day. Oh, if the Russian people 
who had courage to rebel against the Czar would 
only have the light and the intelligence to rebel 
against the Antichrist!” 

“Antichrist?” There was a greenish look in the 
dull eyes now. 
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“I have said it. Why not? All the other prophe- 
cies have been fulfilled, even to the rapidly ap- 
proaching division between the believer and the 
unbeliever. Even to the carrying of the Gospels 
to the tribes. It would be only logical that a 
nation that has broken every one of the Ten 
Commandments by law, that has driven God 
from itself at the point of the sword to those who 
still profess Him, should be the hotbed out of 
which the Antichrist should rise.” 

She wondered at the look of furious triumph 
on the man’s face. 

“Do you think that the Soviet powers who kill 
those who disobey have power to damn their souls 
to hell as well ?” 

She faced him then. If her hand stole to her 
breast it was that she might draw strength from 
the crucifix suspended on a chain about her neck. 

“If you know anything you know better than 
that. You saiffit to -see what effect it would have 
on me. Of course they can do no such thing. It 
is impossible, 'as well as unspeakable. They merely 
put a stop to life that must come to an end 
sooner or later anyway. But the souls are sent to 
join the army of martyred saints that shall praise 
and glorify God forever in Heaven. Indeed, I 
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believe that if the agents of evil in Soviet Russia 
had the penetration to understand what they are 
doing for these souls, they would put an end to 
their tyranny and persecution, for that, if for 
nothing else. But none of them are men of intel- 
ligence, and that is where much of the trouble 
comes in.” 

“There are the children,” Maximov argued, 
“children who once they enter the Colonies and 
mixed schools and academies are made to forget 
such religion as they may have had. Some of 
them have never had it.” 

“You ought to know as well as I that fright- 
ened children cannot be judged on the same plane 
as those who are old enough to know better. 
Most of them have been baptized, except the 
youngest ones. And I have an idea that many of 
them receive secret baptism. Invincible ignorance 
is no sin. Oh, no. The children are not lost. God 
will take good care of that.” 

If he had not been reserving for this woman 
who spoke with such frankness ample penalty for 
being what she was, he would have struck her in 
the face. Its very beauty irritated him, and its 
innocence. He clearly saw the spirit of Faith that 
kept her alive and eager, in spite of such suffer- 
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in g as she had known. In her eyes he read much 
that was truth ; that the blinded Soviet would not 
be brought to see until sight came too late ; that in 
spite of material activity, the country was in dis- 
solution; that Christ being crucified anew, the 
earth was trembling, rocks were rent, graves 
were in the opening, the martyred dead were 
coming forth 



CHAPTER IX 

“Some by the dread Red Gate have found their souls': 

All, soon or late, have reached their goals : 

All have found Life, though Fate to some gave death — 
which yet 

Is but the Opened Gate to Life Emancipate.” 

John Oxenham 

Out beyond the glimmering sands of Ostia, 
aquamarine and deep blue crystal caught up with 
the curling surf and sparkling spindrift, and 
scattered both back to the water’s surface. 

Hansi settled herself comfortably for the long 
flight. “I’m going to forget all my troubles. It’s 
like a Federiko painting. Look! See how the 
water moves ? That is how he puts it on his Capri 
canvases. Ever see them?” 

He shook his head. He had not been given to 
seeking beauty in the abstract. “Shall we fly 
straight on to Capri now?” 

“How long will it take ?” 

“Including the stop at Sorrento — about an 
hour — perhaps an hour and a half.” 

1 79 
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“I’d like it to be longer. Boris never will take 
me up with him. I often wondered how the birds 
felt before I flew.” 

“Then he’d not like to have you fly with me.” 

“I shan’t tell him,” she laughed. “He’d forbid 
me ever to do it again if I told him.” 

“So obedient?” 

“I rather love obedience to Boris — to people I 
care for.” It was as well for her she did not see his 
face when she added, “As a wife or a nun I 
would have been a success, fairly drowned in 
obedience.” 

“Some wives apparently don’t believe in it.” 
He was busy now with the wheel. 

“If — the man I was to have married — Nikolai, 
wanted me to go to the end of the world with 
him no power on earth could have held me back. 
Some day it may be that I’ll have my chance to 
say I love him, honor him, will obey him, even if 
I’m as old as the hills with snow-white hair,” she 
cried, laughing. “We’ll have our chance!” 

Out again and up and away, “the heavenly 
isle” their destination. It was so exhilarating a 
flight that Hansi marveled she had never cared 
to fly before. The thought of mistrusting her 
pilot did not enter her head; he seemed to her a 
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part of the airship. Far down below dotted the 
pinks and blues and yellows of stucco houses like 
bright blossoms in a garden-field. Genista en- 
goldened the rise* of every hill and marked its 
peak. Now straight and swift they headed into 
the sun. 

Hansi wondered about the little people be- 
neath, so small that when she saw them at all it 
was impossible to tell them from the birds. Were 
they happy so far away from the centers of liv- 
ing ? Had they ever been as far from their fields 
as Naples, as Rome? Would they be lost if they 
found themselves in the crowds of a great city? 

Now the ground dropped farther down and 
blue waters lost themselves as though by miracle. 
Once when they were close enough to a beach to 
see the moving tides, a gull swished against a wing 
of the plane and fell, its heaven over. She glanced 
back at Maximov. He laughed. Not believing he 
could be amused by even so small a tragedy she 
turned away. Perhaps he had not noticed. After 
all, any bird lives its time and dies. There’s a 
burial ground in an open sea, sapphire-clear 
highway to a vastness that is ocean. What did it 
matter to the gull? Sorrento! First the landing 
field, then a short walk to the promised boat, and 
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Capri. They found a small plateau with little 
tables set about on a promontory overlooking the 
Blue Grotto. 

“How I love it all !” she said quietly. 

“You must have become very Italian,” Maxi- 
mov observed. 

“Yes, haven’t I? I think spaghetti is the most 
enticing gift of the gods — when it is made in 
Italy. Never away from Italy.” 

“And fettucini, please, since it is the specialita 
of this place.” 

“Good. That, and a salad, a glass of Marsala 
and zabaioni, please.” 

“And be sure not to let the man forget the cafe 
‘spresso.’ ” 

The waiter rushed off pleased in more ways 
than one. They had asked for the only things to 
be had; if Maximov thought it coincidence, 
Hansi knew her Italy. Her eyes wandered back 
to Sorrento, taking in the full perfection of the 
landscape, then down to where the boat that 
brought them floated like a sea-shell on the blue. 

“How briefly one can travel to-day. An engine 
in one dress swifts us to air where an engine in 
another dress waits to fleet us at highest speed 
to a stopping point, and another engine to a cola- 
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zione al fresco. If we can do that much here, 
how the spirit must speed along — up there !” 

Maximov looked at her with a wry face. “It 
probably depends on how much you believe in 
the flight of the spirit — if there were a Heaven 
you would not want to fly at all.” 

“Perhaps all our mansions won’t be in the same 
location,” she smiled. “We might like to see what 
the others are like?” 

He . did not answer. Let her chatter on if she 
liked. He was working out his plan. She would 
soon be quite cured of her fantastic imagina- 
tion. Where she was going there was no room 
for fantasy or imagination, life was reduced to 
flintlike fact. 

“Just how well do you know the Russians? 
Oh, I mean our type of Russian, not the Red,” 
she asked, him then. 

“What in the world do you mean?” 

“Their personality, their hearts, their real 
selves.” 

“What about them?” 

“You live in a mist. Everything must be put 
down in black and white. If you keep your head 
lost in the clouds and your feet dug deep into 
earth, you will never get close enough to any peo- 
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pie to learn what they are like. And unless you 
know them it is impossible to help them. I’ve 
counted on you ever since we met to help me with 
the exiles.” 

“There are people who consider all Russia a 
country of barbarians,” he said, evading any 
issue. 

“Our people are good, really good. When I 
hear defenseless peasants classed with the Reds 
my blood boils. If they are Bolsheviki it is the 
infamous Reds who make them so. Sometimes I 
have sat biting my lips to keep from crying out.” 

He listened in silence. What could her indigna- 
tion matter to him? While she talked on he was 
gaining time for something he had to tell her 
before the flying made conversation impossible. 
If the seed were to germinate, the soil must be 
made ready. 

“I think only people like you, Karsky Maxi- 
mov, who work for Russia’s rehabilitation, people 
like Niko, loyal and patriotic, can bring any- 
thing like happiness back to our country that has 
become so unhappy.” 

“Do you ever hear from Nikolai Vladimir?” 

“No. Not directly. I’ve had no direct news for 
over ten years. Sometimes people coming back 
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have told me about him, but he and I never com- 
municate with each other. I trust him, and I 
know it is impossible. A man like Niko never 
changes. It will be just the same when we meet 
as it was before, except that we shall both have 
grown older.” 

“Don’t you realize that the Soviet government 
has him in its power ? The Czar is dead. If Vladi- 
mir had not been willing to change, he would be 
as dead as Nicholas II. Even you must under- 
stand that. There is no place in the U.S.S.R. for 
anything like idealism. He wears a blouse like 
mine and is married to a peasant.” 

She laughed at that. “You don’t know him. It 
is no real marriage.” Her laughter and the answer 
that followed it irritated Maximov. 

“His wife — Ilya Nadson — Vladimir — is curi- 
ously like you, fair and about your height. But 
she has grown stocky from carrying heavy bur- 
dens.” 

“So you have seen her ?” 

“Frequently.” 

“And spoken to her ?” 

“Certainly I have spoken to her.” 

“Why?” 

“.Curiosity, perhaps.” 
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“Only that?” 

“I am on one of the commissions.” 

“What commission?” 

“The betterment of conditions among the chil- 
dren.” 

“I did not know they interested themselves in 
anything but the possible productiveness of the 
children when they are old enough to work. 
Work, work, work — and for what? To put labor 
with a capital L on the map! As though there 
had not been slaves from the beginning of time !” 

“They are not all slaves. They can rest in 
peace after the completion of the Five Year 
Plan.” 

“Can they really? And suppose they don’t sur- 
vive the bondage of those five years?” 

“That is their trouble. Not yours.” 

Hansi rose. “I think it is time to go. It’s get- 
ting cold. I must be in Rome by seven o’clock.” 

“Please sit down. I did not mean to hurt you. 
But the question is all so futile. And it rather—* 
pains me to see that you still believe in a man 
who has obviously forgotten whatever may have 
existed before the revolution. Don’t you know 
that unless I keep friendly with the Reds I’ll lose 
my job — and a chance to work for the cause ?” 
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She smiled at that. She had been brought up in 
a circle that spoke the truth. 

“I’m sorry. But we really must be going soon. 
And you may have to replenish.” But at that he 
shook his head. “No. I’ve fuel gas enough to 
carry us across the Atlantic. There’s a large tank 
in the front cockpit with you, and another with 
me. I hate to waste time filling up. I’ve even got it 
strapped beneath the wings. We are taking on 
enough in Sorrento to fill the regulation tank. 
We’ve not used much between here and Rome, 
not quite enough to empty it. That part is all 
right. We must finish the Marsala. Here, let me 
fill your glass.” 

“I oughtn’t to. I might go to sleep.” 

“So much the better.” 

While she sipped the wine her mind went back 
to their conversation about the woman Nikolai 
had been supposed to marry. What was she really 
like? And was she in love with Vladimir? 

“When she was first brought to my attention I 
supposed she was what the Commission wanted, 
stupid, but magnificent, and Vladimir could sup- 
ply the brain matter. But she turned out to be 
not so willing a horse in the matrimonial harness 
as she had been behind the plow. 
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“She never gave the slightest indication of be- 
ing in love with the man selected as her husband. 
That much was all to the good. She would have 
been shot if she had, but that part of the bargain 
did not disturb her. On the contrary, when it was 
explained at the Registrar’s she said she would 
be grateful for anything that might put an end 
to the life she foresaw. That naturally spiked the 
government’s guns.” 

“What did they do about it?” 

“They realized it was a pose, perhaps a pause 
for breath. They did nothing. She was a proper 
subject all told, she had carried loads on her head 
and beaten horses into training. Her father had 
been a farmer rich enough to educate her, so 
that after she had followed the plow all day she 
taught school at night to the children of neigh- 
boring farms. When the Revolution came her 
mother was put out of the way. She insisted on 
practicing her religion after the edict went 
forth.” 

“What did this — Ilya — do about that?” 

“Impossible to tell. She is a silent creature. 
There is no church at Ilianovsk.” 

“She must have the stubbornness of the peas- 
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ants. She may look like me but she can’t be like 
me in any other way.” 

“No. If you had had a child, you and Nikolai, 
it would have been what the State asks, wiry and 
strong as you are wiry, and would have been 
intelligent as he is intelligent. There would have 
been no poltroon blood to contravene the qual- 
ities he would have had from you both. If Russia 
had such children to bring up as active agents in 
her development she would not have to import 
the labor that is demoralizing the people. It is 
not as they thought at first merely a question of 
dray horses. They did not think far enough 
ahead.” 

The woman’s eyes widened with horror. 

“I didn’t understand. I know that in the West- 
ern Hemisphere they attempted a hideous, revolt- 
ing practice called eugenic marriage. But that it 
could stain our own country — ” she covered her 
face with her hands. “It’s too horrible. What 
have they done with Christ? They are murderers 
who do such things. They are experimenting in 
God’s province. I can’t believe it of Russia.” 

“My dear” — again she winced as though she 
had been struck — “you can believe anything of 
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the U.S.S.R. They will leave nothing untried. 
You see — they have banished the restrictions of 
religion, just as religion is to a certain extent 
banished in that Western Hemisphere. It is all a 
part of the Plan, don’t you see ?” 

“I see too well that the end of everything is 
not far off.” 

The throbbing at her temples was almost un- 
bearable. She put her hands to her head. “Here, 
drink this. You are not well. We had better start 
back.” Obediently she drank what he poured in 
her glass. Then he said casually enough as he 
helped her into her coat, “The trouble with Vlad- 
imir and Ilya is that it was only when their son 
was about five years old the State discovered 
that he was an imbecile. They had managed to 
keep the fact hidden until it was time to turn him 
over to the State.” Hansi felt the ground slip- 
ping from under her feet. 

“They had a child?” 

“Why else did the State marry them? I can 
bear witness Vladimir was none too pleased with 
the arrangement, but what could he do ? He had to 
obey. There were no other children, so the State 
separated them. Indeed, they could have been put 
in prison except that in their different ways they 
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could still be useful. Vladimir has brains. We 
need brains in the U.S.S.R. He and the woman 
saved themselves from prison by swearing they 
did not report the boy’s imbecility because they 
didn’t realize he was not like other children. She’s 
being punished. She and the boy both work in the 
mines. He pushes the barrows on to the lifts, then 
she brings them down, one level, two levels, 
three levels. I’ve seen her with her hair and face 
black as a negress.” He laughed at that and the 
sound sickened her. “Of course the woman would 
have been much better off if they had shot her in 
the beginning, but she’s too useful now in the 
Five Year Plan to be put out of business.” 

Hansi was feeling faint. She wondered if she 
would have the strength to ask this man to take 
her, not to his plane, but to the railroad station 
in Sorrento and put her on a train back to Rome. 
Thought of flight with him appalled her. He took 
in at once what was wrong but kept on, not giving 
her a moment to say what was in her mind: 

“I believe he gives them both shelter in his 
rooms at Vologda where they lived. It’s cheaper 
for the government to let him take care of them. 
But they are all well enough pleased with the 
arrangement. If he marries again the woman 
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will probably be his wife’s servant. Shall we go 
back now?” 

He helped her to her feet — she could hardly 
stand — and down the cliff to the boat. In Sor- 
rento they caught a taxi that rushed them out to 
the flying field. In a vague way she wished she 
had said something about a train, but she had 
become drowsy and indifferent. He lifted her 
into her place where she fell sound asleep at 
once. She slept through the whirr of the propeller, 
the roar of the engine, the rush of the plane. 

Now they were high above sandy reach and 
stretch of moving waters. She never stirred to see 
a smoke-wreathed cone across the Bay of Naples 
nor the twinkling lights of a great city. 

For Johanna was dreaming back to Paris and 
a night at Larue’s and a man who stared and 
stared at her as she sat with her brother who said 
that he looked like someone blinded by the snow. 



CHAPTER X 

“Over the parapet and beyond. 

No Man’s land and Bloody Pond, 

Over the parapet at last 

Death and life an equal cast.” 

John Oxenham 

Straight through the first long flight she slept 
and did not stir when landings were made to take 
on fuel gas. Her first consciousness came when, 
forgetful of where she was, she wakened terri- 
fied. Then, memory returning, she knew herself 
on the way home to Rome from a nightmare ad- 
venture, and looked down. There was a wide 
plain spread to receive them, and people carrying 
lanterns, running about. What a time it must 
have taken to fly back to the Campagna! She 
could not see her hand, far less her wrist-watch. 
She had no idea what time it could be. Curious 
that so many were out on the Campagna before 
daylight. She tried to find the aqueducts but it 
was too dark. It was bitterly cold, just as cold 
when they came close to earth. Then she saw 
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that among those who carried lanterns there were 
women. She smiled at that; evidently the note she 
left on her desk had been found and the nuns 
had sent word to Deirdre, and she and Julia had 
come in their alarm or else had sent the maids. 

The plane swirled about two or three times 
before settling down, as though not certain of its 
landing, and then taxied the width of the field. 
The lanterns gathered close. That wine must 
have been frightfully heady — these people were 
Russians. But her emigres did not wear high 
boots and handkerchiefs knotted under their 
chins, nor did they speak the idiom of the peas- 
antry. Eyes staring now, she put her hand to a 
choking throat. Horror had her in its grip. This 
place was strange. These people were enemies. 
They stopped. She moved only to look at the man 
who had brought her here; now she knew him. 
He shaded his eyes with his hand. “Snow- 
blinded ?” God! If only Boris were here! Was 
Karsky Maximov what he allowed her to believe, 
or was he a tool of this State? Her mind began 
to work more clearly. She had slept away the 
last drop of the drug that had been dropped into 
her wine. What was it he had said about Niko? 
‘‘Tool of the Soviet State.” Then that was her 
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fate too. She was over the boundary lines, in 
Russia, herself Russian. No other country could 
prevent their keeping her. If Maximov had been 
what he said, he would never have put her in 
such danger. Danger of what? 

“Maximov!” she cried. 

He turned to some of the men. “Get that 
woman out of the cockpit,” he ordered. They 
should not touch her. Working quickly with the 
strap that held her she undid the buckle, had the 
belt off and clambered to the ground before they 
could reach her. She thought that if they laid 
hands on her she would go raving mad. Now she 
could count them. There were five men besides 
Maximov, and two women. It might have been 
the effect of the night-light and lanterns, but the 
men looked squat like overfat frogs, the women 
giantesses. They had hard drawn faces, wisps 
of wiry short hair that escaped from under the 
handkerchiefs. Their feet were shod in monster 
boots. Their eyes glared like the red eyes of wild 
beasts. She was more afraid of them than of the 
men, but most of all she feared Karsky Maxi- 
mov, if that was his name. What was he? Who 
was he? How long had he been waiting to do just 
this thing? 
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As to his having been a customs agent in the 
pay of the United. States, it was absurd and un- 
thinkable. Even then he had probably been spy- 
ing for the Communists under Lenin. Whatever 
he had been, the man was always a cheat and had 
tricked her. The long, narrow face, little opaque 
eyes that sometimes glittered and again were like 
dead stones close set together ! She saw it in the 
nose, lean and long, set like a blade ; in the meager 
mouth, sharp pointed chin, the yellow of his sal- 
low skin and the thin unclean fingers, crooked to 
grasp. Above all the man’s character showed in 
a forehead so low that the hair grew to within 
almost an inch and a fraction of his brow. It 
was the physiognomy of a convict, and she had 
been blind and trusting. Oh, God — what had she 
said about Boris? About Nikolai? Had she been 
the one to give them over, body and soul, to re- 
prisal ? So confused had she become that she had 
only the haziest recollection of what she might 
have been drawn into telling. It all flashed 
through her brain as she stood motionless, help- 
less. They said the woman Ilya would not speak, 
that they could get nothing out of her. Well, she, 
Hansi, would be as silent. Silence was her one 
weapon. If ever a Guardian Angel were to help, 
hers must help her now. 
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“Don’t you remember, Boris, when we were 
children playing in the maze at home, someone 
fired a shot across the path and we must walk on, 
smiling, not afraid?” 

She must be unafraid now. Alexandrovna had 
not cried out. She had more to live for than 
Hansi. And she had been shot. Probably these 
people would torture her instead. But she must 
show no sign of fear — “Deliver us from evil. 
Amen.” 

“Where is Sogirev?” 

A man stepped forward. “He was detained in 
Moscow, tovarish. He expects you there. The run 
will take just two hours. The cars are ready.” 
Maximov turned to the women: “You know what 
to do.” 

They took their prisoner between them and 
marched her to a closed and tightly curtained car 
into which they pushed her. She tried the door 
on the other side. It was locked. They followed 
her in, one sitting beside her, the other facing 
her. The men all got into the second car and fob 
lowed immediately behind. 

The first moment she felt herself unobserved 
she glanced quickly at her wrist-watch, then sur- 
reptitiously pushed it high up under her sleeve. 
Four o’clock. She must have slept her drugged 
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sleep all through the night and into the next day. 
She had read somewhere that there was neither 
night nor day in the calendar of the Five Year 
Plan. That accounted then for the wicked alert- 
ness of these people who had seized her. She felt 
tha t she herself would never sleep again. How 
could she? The air was stifling. She wondered 
why the curtains were so tightly drawn, then con- 
cluded it was to prevent her seeing out, though 
what harm it would do she could not guess. She 
had no knowledge of this part of the country. It 
relieved her mind a little to remember that she 
had left the note and that it contained the name 
of Karsky Maximov. If Boris were in Rome he 
would leave nothing undone to find and save her. 
Then she wondered if it might not all be a hide- 
ous nightmare. Would she wake up safe and 
sound in her little room at the Adolorata ? Thou- 
sands of Russians imprisoned within the Soviet 
State were undergoing just such a fearsome 
nightmare. U.SlS.R. ! The confines of a hell on 
whose throne sat Antichrist, crowned. Democ- 
racy? Demonocracy would be a better word. 

There was a sudden jerk at her dress. With the 
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jerk went a little diamond brooch given her by 
her father on her eighteenth birthday, six months 
after war had been declared. The small coronet 
was made out of diamonds that had belonged to 
her own mother. 

“I had better luck than you,” one woman said 
to the other who was sitting on the seat with 
Hansi. “She wears no other jewel.” 

Her glove concealed her one ring. She remem- 
bered how Maximov had stared at it, greed in 
his eyes. She would throw it into some stream, 
rather than have his hands touch anything given 
her by Nikolai. Nikolai might have been forced 
into faithlessness. In this land no one could 
understand how anything came about. 

Two hours later, a glimmer of light shone 
somehow through and she heard sounds of 
wheeled carts rattling over cobblestones, the 
honk-honk of motor cars, cries, the scurry of 
booted feet. Then the car stopped with a jerk. 
The women pulled her out between them. Before 
them loomed a wide white building about five 
stories high with a round clock in its center gable 
and arching domes at each side of the roof. 

No word was said. Maximov led the way up 
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the steps and through the open door to a spiral 
staircase, Hansi and her captors following. Had 
she realized it, she was in the infamous House 
of Death, the old Cheka headquarters. The only- 
pleasant thing that had happened to her since 
she left the convent was that from somewhere 
below, a fragrance unearthly, exquisite, floated 
up out of the prison cells, though she did not know 
they were cells, nor that they were constantly 
filled and refilled with martyrs to the Faith. The 
fragrance and its unexpectedness gave her cour- 
age. 

The women brought her to a room in which 
stood Maximov and two officials in the uniform 
that had now become familiar. They had thrown 
off their heavily furred coats and caps. Two sol- 
diers stood beside the door, to prevent any at- 
tempt on her part to escape. She could smile at 
that. This was her Coliseum. There had once 
been those who could smile at the coming of 
savage beasts. 

“Johanna de Kasatkin.” 

She answered nothing. She made no move. 

“Answer the Commissar when he speaks to 
you.” 
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If a look could kill, Maximov would have 
dropped dead where he stood. She looked at him. 
This time her clear eyes were not hidden beneath 
drooping lashes. Clearly, scornfully, they gazed 
into his repelling face, but she did not speak. 

The man at the desk shrugged his shoulders 
and laughed. 

“Stubborn, eh? Well, Karsky Maximov can be 
trusted to identify you as Johanna de Kasatkin, 
escaped, and after many years returning of your 
own free will to serve the State. You are expected 
in room 1024.” 

“Is— it— settled?” 

“It is as you expect. No. He knows nothing 
about it.” 

“1024.” The number rang out once, twice, as 
the women, once more pinioning her arms, drew 
her down the corridor till they reached a door 
marked in chalk with the number. The light as 
they entered was blinding. As in the first room, 
there was a man at the desk, more soldiers just 
inside the entrance. Against the light the outline 
of another man, tall, spare. Hansi thought she 
heard an inarticulate gasp, and that an arm shot 
out to be as quickly withdrawn. 
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“For the U.S.S.R.?” 

“For the U.S.S.R.” It was Maximov’s voice, 
harsh, rasping. 

“The sunshine makes the — lady — blink. Pull 
the shade.” 

The man who gave the order from his desk 
where he sat, pen in hand, was pallid and lined 
like the other white masks that had stared up at 
her through the semi-darkness of the landing 
field. If this is what revolution does, she thought, 
seaming, marring, warping faces into lines of 
discontent, avarice, hatred, cunning, the Soviet 
experiment was indeed a failure! Turning from 
him, she looked about and straight into the eyes 
of Nikolai Vladimir. She neither cried out nor 
fainted. Someone unseen was firing a shot across 
her path. She must not scream nor change ex- 
pression. All the color was drained from her lips. 
But she must stand firmly on her feet and make 
no sign. She would not give them the satisfaction 
of knowing they could frighten her. The door 
behind her opened and again the fragrance she 
had noticed as she entered the house, permeated 
the air. In her heart she summoned the hosts of 
Heaven. 

“Johanna de Kasatkin, grazhdanka, you have 
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been accorded the great privilege of having been 
selected to work for the State in the manner 
elected by the Commission in sitting. The papers 
are prepared. You will sign them. By so doing 
you become the wife, so long as it please the 
State, of the man known as Nikolai Vladimir. 
You acknowledge before these witnesses that you 
are Johanna de Kasatkin of Leningrad?” 

No move. No answer. Her eyes were fixed 
now on Nikolai, now on the ferret face of a 
watching Maximov, now on the hand of the man 
at the desk. 

“You will answer. Your name?” 

“Johanna Sendel, of Rome, Italy.” 

The questioner looked first at Maximov, then 
at Vladimir. 

“What is this? We only work with citizens of 
Soviet Russia.” 

Maximov stepped forward, seized Hansi’s left 
hand and pulled off her ring. He tossed it to the 
man at the table. Under a magnifying glass were 
the words. “Johanna de Kasatkin from Nikolai 
Vladimir. Petersburg.” 

“If that is not enough — ” the wrist-watch too 
was engraved with her name. The Commissioner 
laughed. 
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“Knowing this, how does it happen that she 
still possesses the watch and ring?” 

“I thought of taking them once when we 
stopped for gas. Then I realized they might 
serve as identification — if Maximov’s word were 
doubted.” 

A slight sneer twisted the Commissioner’s lips. 
“You did well to use the precautions.” Maximov 
swept the jewels from the table. 

“Not so fast, my friend. The exhibits belong 
to the State.” The man at the table held out his 
hand. Maximov dropped them into it without a 
word. “You will get your reward from other 
quarters,” said the Commissar, calmly putting 
the watch and ring into his own pocket. 

“And now, Johanna de Kasatkin, you will sign 
this paper.” 

“I will not sign.” 

Undisturbed, the inquisitor turned to Vladimir. 

“Nikolai Vladimir, you will so far obey the 
decree of the State as to enter your name on this 
register, thereby declaring yourself the husband 
of the woman Johanna de Kasatkin as long as 
such a union please the State.” 

Hansi’s eyes were fixed on Nikolai as he 
stepped forward and without hesitation signed 
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his name. What had they done to him? While the 
ten years had made little change in his appear- 
ance, except for graying hair and certain lines 
that could not fail to draw their mark, he was 
oddly acquiescent to their outrageous demands. 
Until Maximov told her about the boy, she sup- 
posed the Soviet marriage with a peasant woman 
was only an empty form to which he might have 
acceded for some reason of his own. The knowl- 
edge had the effect of removing the last vestige 
of a love to which she had clung. She had loved 
Nikolai the loyalist, the royalist — not this obe- 
dient Communist. She never dreamed love could 
die so swift a death. This thing in the shape of a 
man who sat before her was speaking. She raised 
her eyes to him. 

“Johanna de Kasatkin, you will now obey the 
decree of the Soviet State and enter your name 
as the wife of Nikolai Vladimir for as long as it 
please the State. You will also understand that 
while divorce under ordinary circumstances is 
obtained by mutual consent, or by the desire of 
one of the parties, such a contract as that into 
which you are about to enter is only dissolvable 
by the State. You also understand that it is 
merely a question of obedience to the State. You 
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are to be under constant surveillance. Love, as 
such, not only does not enter into the matter, 
but is punishable on the part of the woman by 
death, on the part of the man by banishment and 
remarriage to another to be selected by the Com- 
mittee.” 

For an instant she dropped her face in her 
hands. Then she raised her head and glared de- 
fiance at them all, the Commissar, Maximov, 
Vladimir. Much later she discovered that the in- 
exorable force at the desk was none other than 
Sogirev himself, chief commissioner of eugenic 
marriage for the Soviet State. 

This then was her lamp of terra cotta that she 
was given to hold as symbol of pagan worship, 
this, her renouncement of the Christian law, this 
her acceptance of false gods. 

Sogirev dipped a pen in the ink and held it out 
to her. Still she did not move. She neither saw 
nor wished to see, but stood immobile as marble, 
staring before her. This new Nikolai had a wife 
according to the law of this lost land. He had a 
son. Her poor tired brain dreamed back to her 
love for him which had become as fixed a habit 
of her life as breath. He had always belonged to 
her, he always would. When she first heard of his 
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marriage to Ilya she laughed, so certain she was 
he was hers, all hers. They might force him to 
sign his name. The form called marriage by the 
Soviet was only another of its insane senilities. 
It wanted something to be, so it was. What dif- 
ference could idle form make to him? He was 
still hers. He had a son. It was though a sharp 
knife had opened her heart and let out of it all 
that made life worth living. An empty life faced 
her, loveless, mechanical. Nikolai had a son not 
hers. She brought herself to look at him again, 
wondering. If it had not been for this horror, she 
would have kept on as before — even into Eter- 
nity. But whatever had vitalized her human feel- 
ing was quite gone. The man before her looked 
like Niko and had his name. But this man had 
been false to love and Nikolai Vladimir was never 
false to anything. 

“Sign.” 

“I will not sign.” 

At which Karsky Maximov moved forward, 
the rare glitter in his eyes. 

“Since Nikolai Vladimir does not appear to 
please the lady I seem to have brought here by 
mistake, perhaps she will sign on with me. I can 
divorce Svirska Tascalov to-day or to-morrow 
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or whenever I can find her. I believe it is some 
weeks since I have seen her. She is only the fifth 
or sixth. Another divorce more or less would be 
amusing.” 

Then Hansi spoke. “Give me the pen.” 

Without a glance in the direction of Nikolai 
she signed her name just under his. At least he 
might protect her. With Maximov there would 
have been no mercy. 

“You take the matter too seriously, Johanna 
de Kasatkin. It is, after all, only a form, any 
marriage in the U.S.S.R. is only that. We are 
rapidly being emulated by foreign countries, par- 
ticularly the United States, which as statistics 
prove stands next to us in line. At least if that 
government will not acknowledge us, there are 
plenty of our own Communists there to keep the 
red flag flying. 

‘‘The — lady — responded to my invitation like 
the strings of a violin to its bow. Thank you, my 
dear Hansi. Sogirev and his men here, and — 
your husband — all know I would as gladly marry 
a wild cat. It was just a pretty little piece of' 
blackmail to bring about desired results. Now I 
think I may say good night. I will sleep well. It 
is the best piece of work in the power of the 
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State’s servant to give. And it was well worth the 
ten years’ waiting.” 

But he spoke to the air as far as Hansi was 
concerned. She heard not a word of his speech. 
That Vladimir heard and would remember, 
meant nothing to Maximov. Possessed of a spirit 
of resentment that bordered on insanity, he had 
fed it well. As to what the future might tell — 
that was another question. 

“Wait, you two. You understand conditions 
perfectly. Death and banishment — for infringe- 
ment of the law.” 

Hansi spoke then. “You need not be afraid. I 
do not love this man. I will never love him.” 

“Then — good morning.” Sogirev turned to the 
next case. 

“Come with me.” Nikolai held out his hand. 
She ignored it and preceded him down the stairs. 

There was another car waiting to conduct 
them to Vologda. Inside of it were two men in 
the same black uniform as was worn by most of 
the Soviet officials. They sat facing the pair who 
had entered in so strange a way into a contract 
that they knew well was no marriage. 



CHAPTER XI 


“Each soul has its own secret place where none may- 
enter in 

Save it and God, — to them alone what goeth on 
therein is known, 

To it, and God alone.” 

John Oxenham 

The door of the allotted apartment stood open. 
A woman, tall, fair, flaxen braids bound tightly 
about a well-shaped head, waited inside to re- 
ceive them. She wore a red woolen dress, like 
most of the working women of her vicinity. It 
was neatly mended and had been washed. Hansi 
knew her at once for Vladimir’s discarded wife, 
placed by the powers, ironic joke, to be her serv- 
ant. 

There would also be the boy, she thought. With 
him and his mother all day long in the mines, and 
at night servants for their former husband and 
father, the State need not go to the expense of 
providing a moujik to cook and wash and clean 
for them. The suggestion had been Maximov’s, 
and Sogirev had laughed heartily when it was 
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made. Ilya could cook, not only well enough for 
them but for any guests the U.S.S.R. might see 
fit to quarter on them. Foreigners on Soviet soil 
were luxuriously dined and wined by their hosts, 
never realizing that every hospitality dispensed 
in modern Russia is given by the State that pays 
the bills, never by any individual. And such food 
as they eat is bought with murder and sweat, and 
utmost anguish. 

Every visitor is the guest, therefore, of the 
Soviet government, the hands of the hosts steeped 
in blood. 

Hansi sickened at the thought that here stood 
maid who had been mistress, that she was to be 
waited on hand and foot by the woman who was 
mother to Nikolai’s child. But in most of this she 
was mistaken. When he came home at night the 
boy would be too utterly exhausted to do any- 
thing but fall, all dressed as he was, on the cot 
where he slept. It was different with Ilya. She 
was born to be a beast of burden and fitted her 
back to the plow. She belonged to “free and in- 
dependent Russia, a happy State indeed, with 
power tyrannical in mailed hands that had 
wrested right from kings !” 

Capital might have helped the laborer, might 
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have succored the very poor and made life easier 
for all within the confines of Russia. But Cap- 
ital had been crushed or banished and those who 
suffered were under the heel of such oppression 
as the world will never know this side Eternity. 

Ilya was prepared for the coming of the bride. 
She had washed the coal dust out of her hair, 
scrubbed her hands till they were red and shining. 
The little flat was immaculate. The new wife saw 
what Maximov meant when he said she and Ilya 
were alike. The resemblance was strong enough 
except that where Hansi’s skin was whitely 
transparent Ilya’s was hardened, blanched and 
scorched by turns. The eyes, large, searching, 
sought in Hansi’s something they failed to find, 
and the failure distressed her. Ilya’s figure had 
thickened to middle age before its time. That was 
because of the burdens she bore. Her feet were 
hidden in men’s boots many times too large. It 
had taken her months of waiting in line for even 
such poor covering for her worn feet. The hands 
were gnarled, the knuckles glistened and were 
big. And yet — in her expression there was much 
that made Hansi wonder. There was peace in her 
face, tranquillity, and a quality that most of all 
made the newcomer marvel. There was sense of 
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humor, rare among the tragic residents of the 
marriage colony at Vologda. With that in her 
eyes she could not be all peasant. And in her 
manner towards Nikolai was a friendly sim- 
plicity Hansi could not understand. And the same 
friendliness was in her attitude to her successor. 
But something about Hansi evidently made her 
unhappy. That much was evident. After a while 
she brightened. 

“It is better so,” she murmured. “If it had been 
else wise, they would have found out.” 

“They?” 

“The guard outside the door. They are paid to 
find out whatever goes on inside the rooms.” She 
helped Hansi off with her hat and coat. “You are 
safe for the day,” she whispered. “It is dawn 
and I must go to the mines. I will see that you 
are safe for the night. You must not worry. You 
must not be afraid.” 

“What do you mean ? Why should I be 
afraid?” 

“They will sleep, the guard. I always see that 
they sleep.” 

“What difference would that make?” 

For answer Ilya turned and looked at the door. 
There was a place cut out, on the level of her 
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eyes, and neither glass nor curtain to intercept 
the view of anyone who cared to watch. The door 
swung both ways without lock or bolt. They were 
almost as open to the public as though they slept 
out in the street. Hansi found out then the part 
the guard must play in the work of the Commit- 
tee of Surveillance. But later, she learned some- 
thing else. Nikolai had taught the woman to make 
vodka, which was against the law. But Vladimir, 
trusted servant of the Soviet, had freedom to do 
many forbidden things. He himself was under 
oath not to give it to the men, while Ilya was 
under no such oath. 

“I return at six,” she said as she left the room. 
Numbly Hansi stared after her. She could not 
think. She could not pray. There was a lump in 
her breast that would not melt. There was a 
sound in the room that repeated itself. What it 
was she could not tell. Then she managed to fix 
her attention. It was Nikolai and he was speak- 
ing to her in English. She did not know it was 
forbidden, nor did she suspect that something 
had passed from Ilya’s hand to the guard as she 
went on her way to the mines. 

“Please believe I knew nothing of your being 
brought to Russia. I would have given the rest of 
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my life to keep you out of it.” What he said had 
no sense. Somehow the words failed to impress 
themselves on her brain. He saw that, and stood 
directly in front of her and spoke slowly. 

“Hansi, I am not to blame for your coming. I 
am as shocked as you. Will you please believe 
that?” 

Her tired eyes lifted. “Yes.” That was all. But 
there was more to say, much to be done. 

“Have you brought any clothing besides what 
you have on?” 

She looked down at her dress, the coat had 
been hung in the cupboard. 

“No.” 

“You will need everything.” 

“Give me a drink of water.” 

While he went to the little kitchen to get it she 
glanced quickly at the door. There was a red 
face set at the aperture. Then she looked at the 
barred windows. Nikolai stood before her with a 
glass of water. She drank thirstily. 

“Ilya left the samovar lighted. I will give you 
some tea.” 

“I want nothing more.” 

“You must come out with me to get what you 
need. You will be stronger if you drink the tea.” 
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“Do you think I am going to stay ? I will need 
nothing.” 

“You don’t believe you can get away? To at- 
tempt it would be your life and mine.” 

“So much the better.” 

“Nonsense. Please sit down.” 

She obeyed because she was too weary to do 
anything else. In less than a moment he had 
brought her a glass of strong tea. She drank it 
rather than argue. 

“Are you able to walk at all?” 

“What I need the woman will get me, or lend 
me. I will not go out.” 

He was in despair. This was a Hansi he had 
never known. But he read her mind as clearly as 
though she told the whole story. 

“Can’t you see, I must speak to you — alone? 
Unless Ilya had bribed the guard I could be ar- 
rested for speaking to you in any language but 
Russian. They are ordered to listen to every 
word we say. Hansi — for God’s sake, listen to 
me.” 

“Did you speak?” 

Over and over in her brain the phrases re- 
peated themselves : 

“This is Niko. This is our honeymoon. We 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 217 

have waited a lifetime. And after thirteen years 
— is it thirteen ? — I am being forced to live with 
him. It is all wrong. It is a great sin. I had hoped 
at least we might meet in Heaven. Now I know 
we will both go to hell. He is not really married 
to the woman Ilya. And he has a son. Now I am 
in her place. I am working for the Soviet. Ad 
bad as any of them. And I am against my own 
brother. Against Boris. I am put here to serve 
the people who killed my father and shot Alexan- 
drovna. If I find Iskra I will not be fit to touch 
her, to speak to her. Oh, God ! If they could do 
this to me, what could they have done to her? 
She must be sixteen now. And what have they 
done to Mikail ?” 

“Would you rather rest now, and go later?” 

“Rest?” 

She turned and went to the door. Her way was 
barred by crossed bayonets. 

Vladimir spoke to the men. “I am taking her 
with me to the stores to get the usual essentials. 
We return at once.” 

The guns were withdrawn, the men stood back. 

“We will keep on with our game.” They 
started to throw dice that had once been behind 
glass in the Hermitage Museum. 
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Vladimir and Hansi went down the long stair- 
case in silence. It would hardly be safe to speak 
until they were well outside. 

How ethereal she had become ! Whatever hid- 
den quality had kept her his through childhood 
into womanhood, was no longer there. Deep 
down in his soul he knew that if he could bring 
himself to tell her the whole story, she would be 
his again. She walked before him, utterly indif- 
ferent. Those who lived in the same house and 
saw them pass, laughed and said, “Those two are 
in no danger of the courts. They seem to hate 
each other.” 

“That is Nikolai Vladimir. They say his un- 
successful wife is now to be used as a servant to 
this one. She’s cut after a different pattern from 
most of the women in this hell.” 

“Ugh! A woman like that isn’t going to 
survive long. Don’t you remember Eugeniva 
Sakylyn ? They said she had been a princess. Her 
husband was one of the bricklayers of the Krem- 
lin. They had a child. A girl. Eugeniva jumped 
off the Sukhona bridge.” 

“There was that one with black curling hair, 
a child they picked out of the Children’s Colony 
of Ulianovsk. She was sixteen when they brought 
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her here and had her sign the register with 
Sergy Grin. She gave the State four sons. Then 
Sogirev discovered she was in love with Sergy. 
He had brought the man in from the plow and 
covered with mud, I remember. It was the guard 
that discovered she was in love with him. She 
was taken out and shot by Sogirev’s orders. Then 
they married Grin to a dancer from Petersburg 
and it is said he beats her with a leather strap.” 

“That poet — Kozin Komensky. They tied him 
with ropes and carried him here like a piece of 
carpet. His wife was a peat-woman from the edge 
of Barnaul. He went mad. They say the State 
has found out its mistake. How could they ex- 
pect a man who lived in the clouds to bring him- 
self to mate with a clod of flesh that hadn’t an 
idea above the time to cut peat. It was after that 
particular tragedy — oh, he killed her, of course, 
then had to be shot himself — that Sogirev hit on 
this new plan. Pedigreed cattle hereafter.” 

“I say, Ivan Gladnif , where do you come in ?” 

“I was professor of medicine in the Lenin hos- 
pital, Moscow. I am a Jew. My wife, by whom 
I have had three sons and a daughter, was .a 
dairy maid from Dvinsk country, Jewess. Per- 
haps you don’t know it, but the man that keeps 
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the old clothes and bread line down near the old 
Church of Saint Nicholas the Miracle Per- 
former is a rabbi. He married us in the flat the 
night we came to it.” 

His questioner looked at him with awe. “How 
did you manage?” 

“He brought me a coat and a pair of shoes for 
her. And that was how, God help us.” 

“You could be shot if they heard you.” 

“I know it. So does Esther. We are waiting. 
Good day to you.” 

As Hansi and Vladimir were on the last turn 
of the stair, a young woman with a basket on 
her arm brushed swiftly past the guard. She 
barely took the time to drop a card at their feet 
and show them the empty basket. Then she ran 
down the rest of the way. 

It seemed to Hansi that, as she passed, her 
eyes smiled at Nikolai and that she looked at 
her with combined curiosity and pity. Vladimir 
whispered to Hansi, “Please observe that girl.” 

But Hansi had already noticed that the young 
woman, she was hardly even that, seemed happy 
enough in a careless sort of way. At least it was 
a relief to see something not stark tragedy. 

“We will go to the Central Stores. It is half 
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a mile. Would you rather drive? We can always 
get a droshky.” 

“No.” 

A few steps and they were for the first time 
free of observation. 

“I brought you here to give you the chance to 
choose between the Soviet Union and myself.” 

“I thought it was one and the same.” 

“If that were so I would not have told you to 
notice the woman who ran past us on the stairs.” 

“What has she got to do with it?” 

“Did you think she looked unhappy?” 

“No.” 

“Well, then, in a way, she has a good deal to 
do with it. She is married to her husband by a I 
priest. He is one of the soldiers in the Communist 
Youth’s Townlet.” 

At that, Hansi stopped. Though she did not 
look directly at him she did turn her head in his 
direction. “A priest?” 

“Yes. You had better know his name. He is 
called Karyan. You may have occasion to make 
use of him. There are two of them not far from 
where we are to live. The other is posted at the 
Harbor, just beyond the Paper and Celluloid 
mills.” 
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"How did they come to be here at all?” 

“I brought him out of Poland, then recom- 
mended him as guard. He had no other creden- 
tials. At the time the State was desperately in 
need of soldiers. It was the same with Peterkin 
Maroff.” 

“How did you get them over the border?” 

“In my plane. In 1921 the revolutionists of 
Krakov burned a church. Father Karyan was 
the pastor. I had flown from Moscow on what 
for a wonder was a harmless mission. It was to 
arrange for a sale of wheat. Father Karyan was 
brought me by a friend with whom I sometimes 
fly. He is one of us. No one knows. He works 
with me, sometimes takes my place or I take his. 
He can be trusted. For the most part we use the 
Polish border. It is easy enough, from there to 
Germany. Poznan, Danzig, Breslau and on — 
anywhere.” 

“You never came to Rome. Did you know I 
was in Rome?” 

“I have known just where you were — always. 
If I had not means of being told, I would have 
known, anyway. There has never been any 
separation. I lost you when you left the Add- 
orata ” 
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‘‘Come back to that — I want to know more 
about the priest.” 

“He offered himself to us for martyrdom. His 
mother was Russian. She had organized a little 
secret catechism school in her own house. She 
was caught teaching, and killed.” 

“Iskra! Mikail! What children?” she whis- 
pered so low that he could hardly hear. 

“Anyone she could get, children and peasants. 
It made their lot happier to know God was with 
them. But after it was found out, the leaders 
sent God away. And now the peasants have no 
happiness. Only a few of us know who these men 
are. Among ourselves we are called S.V.R. It 
means Savior, Sauveur, Salvator — Karyan and 
Maroff have found the martyrdom they expected. 
Slow, living martyrdom.” 

“You say — ” she looked out across the black 
waters of the Sukhona as she spoke. “You say — 
he married them?” 

“At Mass. And they received Communion. You 
may think the frightened people selected by the 
Committee are all united in the mock marriage 
of the registry. It is not true. Many who are sup- 
posed to hate the sight of each other while giv- 
ing children to the State are married in the 



224 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

sight of God, and love each other sincerely. They 
act a part in public and when the guard watches. 
They are martyrs, too, for they never know what 
change to-morrow may bring. But they pray, and 
in teaching their children to pray they put them- 
selves in danger of death. The pity is that with 
the first sign of the cross taught a little child, it 
must be taught to make it in secret, and never to 
speak of God to anyone but the mother and 
father, and then only if they are alone. The plea 
of the Pope, ‘Savior of the world, save Russia/ 
can never be repeated too often. 

" — If the nations of the world realized how des- 
perate the situation is for the good Russians, of 
whom there are millions, they would spend their 
lives in prayer. But the nations believe us all 
barbarians in need of reformation. So many 
of the leaders are Jews turned atheist. They per- 
secute their own Orthodox Jews who are good 
and sincere people, just as they persecute Chris- 
tians. It is the atheist that is murdering Russia’s 
soul.” 

They walked on in silence and then suddenly 
Hansi asked: 

“You? Were you married — at Mass?” 
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“I am not married.” 

“But you — signed the register — with her. And 
you have a son.” 

“I signed the register with Ilya, yes. I am not 
married to her.” 

At that she looked away again, temples throb- 
bing, the pain in her breast unbearable. 

When he told her about the Polish priests and 
their secret Apostolate, it seemed as though a 
cool hand were laid on her forehead to dispel a 
fever there. The dull torture of her heart had 
stopped. The sudden hope had not been for her- 
self nor for what life with Nikolai might bring 
her. She had quite forgotten herself and her 
part in the play. Niko had not sinned. That was 
the joy and the triumph. But now? 

“You may turn away, but you must listen if 
you never listen to me again. We may never have 
another opportunity to talk to each other alone. 
The G.P.U. has its spies everywhere. It is only 
because they believe you to be here through that 
arch devil — Karsky Maximov, and that I am 
trusted, that I could take you out of that prison- 
house. 

“My position gives me freedom to a certain 
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degree. We, you and I, are a new experiment. 
Therefore we have more money and more liberty 
than the majority.” 

“Nothing you say interests me.” 

“Perhaps not. But all the same, you must 
listen.” 

“If you force me I cannot prevent you.” 

“Very well then. There is no woman of finer 
fiber in all Soviet Russia than Ilya Nadson. Her 
name is not that. She is the widow of one 
Feodor Radowsky, to whom she was married 
by Father Marofif. I had my own reasons for re- 
maining in Russia, reasons I cannot give you 
now.” 

“Reasons that prevented your coming back to 
me.” 

“Reasons that prevented our becoming help- 
less emigres like the hundreds of thousands un- 
able to lift a finger to save Russia. The Com- 
mission decided that I could be of use to them. 
Therefore a wife was to be found for me. It was 
Karsky Maximov who discovered Ilya. She is 
not a common peasant. Her father was of the 
bourgeoisie of Petersburg, whose health failing, 
bought a farm outside Moscow where he lived 
with his family. Like many of the Russians of 
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that class they took in people to live with them. 
One of them was a young farmer who had been 
a student in the Academy of Science, but like 
Nadson, was obliged to live for a time in the 
country and work the soil. The doctor who had 
advised Ilya’s father told him about the farm. 
He and Ilya fell in love with each other and 
were about to be married when Karsky passed 
through the field where Ilya was at work. The 
usual procedure was gone through. A delegation 
called at the cottage and told her in her father’s 
presence that the State was about to confer upon 
her the greatest honor. She was selected to be 
the wife of one Nikolai Vladimir. They would 
proceed at once to Moscow for the registry that 
would make them man and wife for as long as it 
pleased the State. She refused. Her father, never 
well nor strong, had a stroke of paralysis, fol- 
lowed by another within three hours. Ilya pre- 
vailed on Maximov to allow her to remain with 
him at least until he died. There was no hope. 
When Karsky Maximov called the guard to 
watch the house and see that the woman did not 
escape, Maroff answered. ‘Under the circum- 
stances,’ he told the agents of the .Commission, 
‘it would be wiser to have a guard inside and one 
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outside.’ ‘Remain indoors then. Do not leave the 
woman alone one instant/ 

“The outside guard slept. Peterkin Maroff, 
Uniat priest, married Ilya and Feodor that night. 
Old Nadson lingered several days and finally 
died in his sleep. Ilya was hurried off the next 
day. She had Maroff’ s promise that her father 
would be given decent burial. They took her un- 
der guard to the train, begging, protesting, cry- 
ing. She had a frantic hope that Radowsky might 
board the train and save her. He did try, poor 
lad, and was shot with his foot on the step of 
her car. Well — I think that is about all.” 

“The son?” 

“I met her for the first time in the registry 
office. I intended to let her know she need not be 
afraid of me — as soon as it would be humanly 
possible for me to speak to her. But she was her 
own defense. After her things had been gone 
through, Karyan had given her a gun. What 
wonder her child was born without a mind to 
think? Fortunately the Russian children are slow 
of development and it was several years before 
they were certain. The boy is Feodor Radowsky. 
Ilya, Maroff, Karyan and I know it is not my 
child.” 
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Hansi stopped still. “Then you are free.” 

“As free as it is possible for anyone in the 
U.S.S.R. to be. As free as you — poor Hansi. I 
hope you are forgiving me for my part in this. 
I think you know — I love you.” 

“Thank God. Thank God. I felt that we were 
both lost.” 

“Not yet. There’s Saint Michael, you know. 
And there’s his sword.” 

“I know. I trust him. And I trust you.” 

“I hoped to get my freedom about a month 
ago. It was in a flight over Czechoslovakia with 
some of the older children. Karyan had gathered 
them together for me, children who had run 
wild in the first years. They called them the 
seven million abandoned ones. Father Karyan 
spirited some of them out of one of the unified 
labor schools. One of them was deaf and dumb, 
victim of malnutrition. The other children 
laughed at her and she shrank away from them. 
I had trouble there, but we finally managed to 
quiet her and get her with the rest into the plane. 
The others were all small, but she weighed less 
than any of them.” 

“Who took them from you, Niko?” 

“Boris.” 
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“He works with you between the borders?” 

“Yes.” 

Some passing soldiers looked at them with 
curiosity. 

“Those two look like the couple from Sog- 
irev’s Commission. Shall I speak to them?” 

“What would you say?” 

“They are outside bounds.” 

“Do you make the laws?” 

“No. But we know what we’d get if we allowed 
one of those couples to get away.” 

“Damn authority. Let them be. Whatever it is 
it might happen to you next, or to me. And then 
he might be set to watch, whoever he is.” 

They went on their way. Hansi and Vladimir 
had come to the end of their quest. The one great 
shop in the colony stood before them. 

“I shall need a brush and comb and tooth- 
brush, night things and a dressing gown and 
slippers. I have only this. Must I get a dress?” 

“Get what you need, poor Hansi. It won’t be 
for long in any case.” She smiled up at him 
then. “So sure of martyrdom?” 

“Sure of escape.” He whispered the answer. 
“Who could tell — how? ” 
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“It’s so cold. I will get a woolen one like 
Ilya’s.” 

It did not take long to buy the few things she 
wanted. 

“Shall we walk back, or are you too tired? 7 ’ 

“Oh, we’ll walk. We’ve got to think, Niko — 
and try to make some kind of plan. If we don’t 
do it at once, the spies will be at work. I’m afraid 
of everyone I see; we are lucky to have — Ilya.” 

“She’d give her life for you as well as for me. 
That much I know.” 

“The reason you stayed in Russia was to find 
Mikail and Iskra, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes. I felt if I did I could go to you — not 
empty-handed. I found Mikail at once.” She drew 
a sharp breath. “Tell me — quickly.” 

“He’d gotten entirely separated from Iskra. 
It was my first flight with the children. Long 
before Boris threw his luck in with mine. I took 
the boy as far as Trieste. There were three chil- 
dren in that first group, Mikail and two little girls. 
We took them to the Jesuits and left them there. 
I heard afterwards that many of the girls we save 
have been taken in charge by the Visitandines 
in Trieste who have literally adopted them and 
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are bringing them up — giving them everything. 
But then the daughters of Saint Margaret Mary 
would never do less ! I know Mikail was taken to 
France. The White Franciscan Missionaries have 
a way of ‘doing the expedient thing.’ They say 
it often enough to have made it a motto. No one 
knows very much about the French organization 
which is very strong. I have heard something 
about a Comite de Bienfaisance whose members 
wear the S.V.R. with a cross as identification. 
We all suspect the Cardinal- Archbishop. As his 
charity is mostly secret charity and as he loves 
children, we rather think he must be at the bot- 
tom of the whole arrangement.” 

“Do you remember how Mikail looked? Was 
he well? Did he ask for us?” 

“He only begged me to get Iskra and take her 
along with them, and cried so bitterly for her 
that I was afraid for him. He seemed well 
enough, his poor little clothing in rags. But be- 
yond that — it was all years ago, poor Hansi. 
When I left him in the safe hands of the priests 
I flew back at once. There was not the same 
strict surveillance of the boundary lines then as 
there is now.” 

Hansi counted. “He is eighteen. We would 
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never know him — nor he, us. But we can be grate- 
ful that he is out of all this. Tell me, Niko — do you 
call yourself a Red? It seems so horrible. To all 
intents and purposes you belong to the U.S.S.R.” 

“I know. It’s the only way I can do my work. 
It is horrible, ghastly beyond words. Do you re- 
member that line of Oxenham’s — ‘the things 
that seemed not good, yet turned to good’ ? That 
has been one comfort anyway. There are not 
many. Heaven sees that I have a good will. That’s 
as far as I can go. I must seem to be one of 
them.” 

“And Boris too.” 

“Boris too. His work is more dangerous than 
mine. I take only children, and fly back light. He 
carries all sorts of people over the border, both 
ways, and under every form of disguise. One of 
the Dominican friars from Provence is butler 
to a high official in Leningrad. I know of two 
secular priests who are chauffeurs. We have ten 
in the Hermitage alone, men of different Orders 
— acting as guards. The Hermitage has taken in 
several other buildings now. One of our men, a 
Benedictine, is an expert in cleaning the paint- 
ings. He is a genius in his care of the engravings 
and gets them down off the walls regularly every 
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fortnight and exposes them for a day to the sun- 
light if there is any sunlight, to keep them from 
blooming. A great many of our men are soldiers 
scattered all over the country. Just at present I 
am working to have a Franciscan friar appointed 
professor of languages in one of the higher 
schools. There are two Benedictines in the Col- 
lege of Music at Moscow, and of course among 
them are hundreds of common laborers.” 

“No pennies in that vineyard, Niko.” 

“No. No pennies. But there’s treasure some- 
where else.” 

“I know. Neither moth nor Bolshevist?” 

“Neither moth nor Bolshevist! We even have 
a Trappist or two who are dispensed from the 
strict observance of their rule.” 

“How do you reach — Boris? When you most 
need him.” 

“Through — them. And we have our agents.” 

“Can he reach you ?” 

“By telegram. Our own code.” 

“Is it never questioned ?” 

“It is always questioned. I always answer an 
acceptable translation. Always something vital 
to do with or for the State.” 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 235 

“It’s a game, Niko — but it is a game of life and 
death. Do you realize that?” 

“I realize that to walk across the burning 
crater of Vesuvius would be child’s play com- 
pared to it.” 

“What did you think when you saw me? I 
heard you gasp — I saw your eyes. Did you sus- 
pect it was to be I?” 

“I had caught sight of Maximov. I knew it 
was something hellish. He had a gleam in those 
little eyes that spelt triumph.” 

“He had been watching for over ten years to 
find and bring me back. I wonder if it was 
that that kept me afraid? I saw him long ago. 
Boris was starting on this mission. I knew it was 
dangerous but I never dreamed how dangerous. 
It was our last dinner together in Paris. He took 
me to Larue’s. Karsky was there alone. I had 
seen him when Deirdre Leith and Julia Hope and 
I lunched there with one or two men they knew, 
officers, during the war. They all said he spent 
his time listening to the conversations of Amer- 
icans and English people and reported to the 
Customs. I thought that was what he was and 
told Boris. He stared at me that night. I hardly 
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ever glanced up that his eyes were not fixed on my 
face. He even brushed against us as we were 
get tin g into a car. I think now he must have 
been trying to hear what language we spoke. 
That night I begged Boris to let me leave Paris 
and go with him to Rome. I was so afraid. It 
must have been his eyes, his thoughts, the won- 
der he had as to whether I was myself or not. 
But I told him. I’m afraid by now he may have 
revealed poor Boris’ identity, and that may crip- 
ple the work for both of you.” 

“No. If the work is to go on, no power can 
cripple it. Maximov has a job he loves. He is 
like a hawk. He watches, then swoops down on 
the escaping emigre and turns him in as game 
to the Russian Socialist Federal Republic.” 

“They have nothing to give the Republic. What 
good does it do?” 

“The satisfaction of having them punished for 
the blood that flows in their veins. You must 
remember that the rulers of the Soviet Republic 
are renegade Jews, atheists, and bitterly resent 
anything resembling fidelity to God or principle. 
Orthodox Jews particularly incite their hatred. 
You know, Hansi, you and I are an enormous 
concession. We are to be under rigorous sur- 
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veillance. We are an experiment in caste intelli- 
gence. We must never forget that.” 

Irrelevantly Hansi said, “When he told me you 
were married, I laughed. I knew it long ago. Boris 
told me. I said it could not be a real marriage. That 
you were a man of principle and would wait for 
me even if we had to wait until we were a hundred. 
After that he told me there was a child. It was that 
that ruined everything. Why I believed him I 
don’t know. He certainly had not inspired belief 
about other things. But my poor heart opened 
then and let you out. It was as though something 
in me that had been warm and glowing was 
suddenly frozen. Maximov laughed then. I saw 
the fangs when he laughed. It was horrible, in- 
human. I was terribly frightened.” Uncon- 
sciously she slipped her hand into his. 

“Careful, Hansi. Look — the house. There are 
lights in our windows. Feodor gets in before Ilya. 
He is probably asleep. He comes in and within 
less than five minutes falls asleep. Ilya wakes him 
up to feed and undress him, but he is only semi- 
conscious while she does it.” 

“Which are ours?” 

“The ones in the top gable. They would never 
have dared put us near the ground.” He handed 
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her the cumbersome package they had brought 
from the general stores. 

“I’ve got to be extremely rude to you now. You 
must carry the burdens.” 

“Beautiful. I quite understand. I’ll pretend to 
hate you. We’ll be doing a play just as we used 
to when we were young. This house is the stage.” 

Then Hansi dragged herself up the five flights 
of stairs. The guard moved aside to let them 
pass. A telegram lay on the table addressed to 
Vladimir. He opened it. 

Have discovered location of good wheat fields close to 
Italian boundary. Do what you can. In possession of fiend. 

Sirob. 

He said then in English, “It is from him. They 
have discovered your absence and have no idea 
we are together.” But later he translated the 
code — “ "Landed in Rome to find sister gone. 
Traced to Italian boundary. Help. In possession 
of fiend’ is quite clear. It is our name for 
Maximov, agent of Antichrist.” 



CHAPTER XII 

“Weary I slept, faint worn with grief and care. 

And in that sleep forgot the tragedy of those 
last days, that waking haunted me. 

The terror faded from my heart’s despair.” 

Lady Wentworth 

Ilya was waiting-. Kneeling at Hansi’s feet she 
drew off the heavy boots and, taking her coal 
Und hat, hung them in the small cupboard al 
the left of the door. Leaving her sitting at the 
brightly polished table on whose walnut face 
Ilya had employed much of the time that should 
have been spent in sleep, the serving woman 
disappeared for a moment into what Hansi sup- 
posed must have been the kitchen, and returned 
as suddenly with the inevitable glasses of tea. 

She made no apology for sitting down with 
them. It was customary in a land where there 
were no differences. Even if there had been, 
Hansi felt that the least she could do would be 
to allow her the privileges that had for years 
been her right. 
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Hansi drank eagerly. Then she smiled at 
Vladimir. “Would she give me another ? I think 
I have never wanted tea so much." 

“You must be faint.” Ilya poured a fresh glass 
from the samovar. “When have you taken any 
food?” 

“I don’t remember. Not in Russia. It mus* 
have been Capri— years ago. It seems like years 
ago.” 

“We must talk quickly, grazhdanka. Come. 
Change with me. Sit with your back to the door. 
They might read my lips. Nikolai could tell you 
what I am going to say. But they might see that 
you watched his face with interest. You must 
watch me.” 

“Do they never leave us alone?” 

“Never. And the captain of the guard is apt 
to come at any time. He comes unexpectedly.” 

Johanna de Kasatkin rose and changed places 
with the peasant. Nikolai faced the aperture in 
the door. As sometimes happened two eyes were 
fastened there, but with a difference, for they 
gazed expectantly at the steaming samovar and 
extra glasses set out on the tray, then looked 
inquiringly at Vladimir. Without ceremony he 
filled them to the brim. Rising, he carried them 
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to the door where the men received them and 
him vociferously. “The wife that was makes 
good strong tea for the wife that is,” one of them 
cried, and the other added, “see, Nikolai Vladi- 
mir, that the wife that is takes a good lesson 
from the wife that was, and does not forget that 
soldiers are always full of thirst.” 

“In England, where they can get it, the men — 
and women too — like rum in their tea,” Nikolai 
remarked, turning back to the door. 

“Before the captain has made his rounds?” 
asked one of the men. 

“Generally afterwards. Immediately after- 
wards. I think I know where there is some rum, 
if I knew when the captain had come, and gone.” 

The second man who had spoken winked 
openly. “There is no law to prevent our asking. 
There is no law against the private flying outlook 
of the U.S.S.R. from making vodka privately. 
The wife that was had great talent for it.” 

“Tovarish Johanna will prove as gifted. 
Though for the most part Ilya will continue to 
make it.” 

They drank their tea in great gulps. Nikolai 
good-naturedly refilled the glasses. 

“Now we will wait for the Englishman^ rum,” 
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they said, settling comfortably down against the 
door sill. Time enough to straighten out when 
they heard the click of boots on the stairway. 
The gabled roof rooms were too difficult of ac- 
cess for a man to care to climb them often. In 
that lay part of their advantage. 

For the first time, Hansi gazed about her. The 
room in which they sat contained a table — evi- 
dently the same one was to be used for all their 
meals — six chairs, and a writing desk. There was 
one picture on the wall. Hansi never glanced at 
it after the first time. 

She thought of her old room in her father's 
palace, with the ikons of our Lord, our Lady and 
the Saints. The last one Alexandrovna had given 
her the Christmas before the Revolution. Unless 
it had followed its predecessors into a museum 
or been sold outright, it had probably been de- 
stroyed. Poor ikons ! They, too, were among the 
martyrs. Hansi was still child enough at heart 
to give personality to the things she loved. She 
felt that her precious belongings must miss the 
care she gave them; that they would feel lost 
away from their natural surroundings, stared 
at, fingered by so many of the indifferent. 

Before the Soviet, Russia had possessed thirty 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 2/] 3 

museums. There were now four hundred and 
forty-six! The number spoke well for education 
— in banditry. Churches, palaces, private homes, 
had all experienced the hand of the robber called 
U.S.S.R. 

In Leningrad the Hermitage had been en- 
larged by two adjoining museums now known 
as Hermitage Affiliations. One of them had been 
the Mastall Museum, the other the Stieglitz. Nik- 
olai, the priests Karyan and Mar off knew only 
too well that in the glass cases of the Anti-Reli- 
gious Museum of Central House for Political 
Enlightenment, sacred objects were profaned, as 
well as those which were hung about the room. 
There was also a Museum of the Pre-School 
Child — whom God could not have created, since 
in Russia there was no God. By odd coincidence, 
none of these latter show-places were on the list 
for tourists in Soviet Russia. Better perhaps 
avoid international indignation. 

Hansi remembered that one day in Rome, while 
walking down the Via Condotti, she had seen in 
a window a copy of the last ikon made in the 
reign of Nikolas II. She had gone into the shop 
and came out with it in her hand. For several 
days after she had lived on next to nothing. She 
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hung the picture of our Lady and her divine Son 
over her bed at the Adolorata. Would she ever 
see it again? Was everything to be banished 
that used to be considered decent and good? 
“Why does God let us live? Why are we not 
destroyed?” When Nikolai answered that there 
were “more than twelve just” she went on, “If 
the twelve should escape will God do what He did 
to Sodom and Gomorrah?” 

“Why not bring in twelve more, Hansi, and 
then twelve times twelve more ? Then the legions 
that are lost might all be brought back.” 

“Could we do it if we stayed? Could we do it 
if — Karyan — came to you and me?” 

“That brings in another question. If a child 
were born to us what would be our first care for 
it?” 

“Its soul’s salvation. Nothing else before that. 
We would want our child for eternity, Niko, not 
only for a few short years on earth. Just as we 
want each other for Always.” 

“The State would take it from us. We are not 
put here to rear a family. We are expected to do 
nothing more than give children to Communism. 
When they are old enough, gun in hand, blas- 
phemy on their lips, they are to attack everything 
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we hold dearest. Our children would he brought 
up not only to hate God, but to disbelieve in Him, 
to desecrate whatever evidence of Him remains 
as superstition and fetishism. If we were to 
try to obviate this, supposing we were allowed 
to keep them, we would be either exiled or killed, 
more likely the latter since to teach religion is a 
criminal offense punishable by death. At any rate, 
the separation would be complete, either way. 
That is precisely what happens to all children in 
the Soviet State. There is no help. They grow up 
and are put in schools, boys and girls indiscrimi- 
nately. And children are born of children and the 
State laughs and encourages. There is no moral- 
ity. There are no Ten Commandments. Russian 
autocracy to-day is the strongest autocracy that 
has ever existed in any nation, however they 
attempt to hoodwink their poor people into be- 
lieving otherwise. Mere difference of opinion 
would be ground for legalized murder. No, 
Hansi, we must not remain passive. We have had 
a world war — and it was a hopeless failure on 
both sides. Now — it has to be a war of the 
worlds.” 

“Worlds, Niko?” 

“ ‘Savior of the world, save Russia.’ Heaven 
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and the angels against the fiends that have made 
the parody of a nation, called the Soviet Union, 
into hell. And prayer is the only weapon possi- 
ble. But it must be united, and world-wide. Des- 
ultory appeals may have modified conditions in 
certain places, but the enemy has got to be routed, 
and for that, the good will of men must be roused 
— all men.” 

“They say the Pope has spoken a message of 
good will and peace to all the world. They say 
the U.S.S.R. tried to prevent it from reaching 
to some of the far countries. Is it true?” the peas- 
ant woman asked. 

“It is true.” 

“Well, if the message of the Pope could reach 
around the globe and not be stopped, the prayer 
that the Pope has given the nations to say could 
reach around the globe just the same. Prayer is 
a wonderful thing. I think it is prayer that saved 
my Feodor from the danger all the wise children 
of Russia are exposed to. He may not be sensi- 
ble, but he can’t commit sin, and that’s a bless- 
ing.” 

Ilya’s face radiated peace. Hansi felt that to 
be near her might be more than a safeguard. If 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 247 

Feodor was what he was, at least his mother 
was the soul of sanity. 

“Before he was born I prayed God would take 
him. Of course, if it were His will. If my prayer 
had been answered in the way I hoped, I would 
have been driven far away from Nikolai and 
would have had to sign the register with someone 
who might not have been kind and good. My boy 
lived, and is baptized. We have been allowed to 
stay on here, protected and shielded by this man 
I will always love as a friend. The State will 
never take my boy from me because he would be 
useless for one thing, and an expense for another. 
So — my prayer is answered in a better way.” 

“Are you afraid of death, Ilya? People here 
seem to be put to death as easily as one would 
kill a fly.” 

“No,” she answered quietly. “We see too much 
of it to be afraid. I have been told that if I die 
my son will be shot. What have I to live for be- 
sides Feodor ? But I should very touch dislike the 
merely dying.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean I should hate just to be ill and die. 
When I go I want to go for a cause. My husband 
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was killed trying to protect me. I should like to go 
like that, for love. I should like to give my life 
for — the love of God — or the sake of someone 
whose life would be worth more to Him and the 
country than mine.” 

She drank her tea, enjoyed it, and poured an- 
other glass, while she spoke thoughts not of 
earth. But it was really because, as she said, 
death was a common thing and, with many of 
the Faithful in Russia, an opportunity to do 
something heroic. To their credit, they did not 
look on it as heroism. 

“With us, the great political offense is — belief 
in a religion. It doesn’t seem to matter what re- 
ligion. To atheists the great enemy of the State 
is God— and by considering Him an enemy, they 
acknowledge Him.” Ilya laughed then. Hansi 
noticed how white were her teeth, how beautiful 
her mouth. “Let me get you some more tea,” she 
said. 

“No. Thank you just the same.” Hansi looked 
towards the adjoining room where the wide bed 
was spread with crimson damask stolen from 
one of the great houses. “I always hated red in 
a bedroom,” she said. 

“Mine is orange and pink. I think you would 
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hate it worse. Fortunately for me there is no 
light in the room. I wish there were a window 
for the sake of Feodor. The color would not hurt 
him, and he needs the air. Will you come to see 
the flat?” 

Hansi rose and went with Ilya into the small 
kitchen. It was well enough arranged and con- 
tained all that was necessary. There was no pan- 
try. A cupboard opposite a diminutive coal stove 
held the china and glass. To Hansi’s surprise 
most of it bore the imperial arms. “Nikolai 
bought it when the Romanoff sale took place. He 
got,” she whispered, “his own silver. Perhaps 
they have never noticed — or might not know if 
they had. This is where I sleep — and my boy, 
poor lamb. He is already in his cot.” 

It was dark enough, the only light coming 
from the kitchen. Feodor lay like a log, eyes and 
mouth wide open. 

“He is asleep. Don’t be afraid, he will not wake 
up.” 

“But his eyes are open.” 

“I know. But he is asleep just the same. He 
works hard. He is always tired.” 

The mother stooped and wrapped the blanket 
more tightly about him. One hand had fallen 
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out from under the cover. She kissed it tenderly 
before tucking it back. But Hansi had seen it, 
twisted, disfigured. The coal had filled the inter- 
stices of the skin and gotten under the nails. Not 
all Ilya’s skill could make those poor hands clean. 
The face was as white as the pillow on which the 
boy lay. But his lips were scarlet. 

“Always a fever at night. But they will do 
nothing for it. This is my bed. This is our wash- 
stand. The bath off the other room is— yours and 
—his.” 

“I will sleep here on the floor.” 

“No. Nikolai sleeps here after the change of 
guard. I will sleep beside you. You must not 
mind.” There was a flicker in the blue qyes. 
When Ilya smiled she was very beautiful, and she 
smiled now. “I was not always a coal-heaver. Nor 
— was I always a peasant.” 

Whatever mingled elements had kept Hansi’s 
generous impulses in check were completely van- 
quished. She put her arms around Ilya’s neck 
and clung to her. 

“I think you are an angel, not a woman,” she 
said. 

“No. I’m very much a woman, and human. 
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But I have been a long time thinking out what 
I should do when they made him sign with some- 
one else, and that someone else were like you, 
good, and a lady. What I want I can manage well 
because in some ways we are alike. And I make 
good vodka. Very good vodka, stronger than it 
is allowed even when one has the permission to 
make it at all. Nikolai has. And in his name I 
make it. Go back now to your room, and get out of 
that uncomfortable suit. I will wash the blouse in 
case you should want to wear it again. Slip into 
whatever you bought. I have a festival dress I 
could lend you?” 

But Hansi was glad to tell her she had bought 
a red woolen one, like Ilya’s own. She could see 
that the other woman was pleased. This new 
wife of Nikolai’s had bought a dress like hers. 
Compliments in that part of the world were rare. 
If it were not dangerous to sing she would have 
sung for joy. As it was, she started the business 
of cleaning a chicken for their dinner. 

Hansi had hardly reentered the sitting room 
when a head poked itself in at the door. “Pst — 
Pst — Tovarish Vladimir ” 

“What is it, Sanyow?” 
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“The captain's finished rounds and gone for 
the night. There’s to be a new one in the morning. 
Man from the East. Name is Mar off. Thought 
you’d like to know. Tovarish — my friend here 
and I — we could do with some of that rum be- 
fore we go off.” 



CHAPTER XIII 

“Shame on the leaders of this craven creed ! 

The greed of gain which takes where it should give. 
While others shed their blood — a weakly breed !” 

Lady Wentworth 

It was ten o’clock that night before Hansi opened 
her eyes. Her sleep was like a coma, and Ilya, 
watching, was frightened for her. 

After hesitating she finally put out a hand and 
shook her gently. 

Hansi did not move. Ilya wavered a moment. 
Then she said, “I have taken great pains with 
this first dinner, grazhdanka Vladimir.” 

“Is it morning? I am so tired. Why are the 
lights lighted?” 

“It is time to dine,” Ilya answered. “I let you 
sleep half an hour too long.” 

“Who are you?” 

“I am Ilya.” 

“Oh.” Then Hansi remembered, and turning 
her face to the pillow began to sob. 

253 



254 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

“Please — please don’t do that. I can’t help you, 
grazhdanka — please — you will feel better when 
you have had something to eat. No? 

“Won’t you let me sleep? I am so utterly worn 
out. And I’m not hungry.” 

Ilya pulled the ugly red spread down to the 
foot of the bed. Then she turned out the lights 
and went into the other room. 

“She is a child, so tired. I did not have the 
heart to make her come. She is crying herself to 
sleep again.” 

“If she can sleep, so much the better. Then she 
will be unconscious of her misery. At least the 
misery has a mitigating circumstance. Don’t stir 
while I tell you what I have just discovered, what 
I hoped would be an answer to a message I sent 
to Ulianovsk last night. The new captain of the 
guard is — Father Maroff.” 

The woman covered her mouth with her hand 
to keep from screaming. 

“I heard the name, Maroff. I did not realize 
who it was. She would consent now. I do not 
think she would have consented in the beginning. 
What changed her, gospodin?” 

“How often have I told you not to call me 
‘sir’?” 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 255 

“Nikolai then. I thought that since — the change 
— she — she might not like it.” 

“You are wrong, Ilya. She understands. The 
trouble was that she thought I was Feodor’s 
father. I told her the truth.” 

“Poor Hansi — I know. If she had not loved 
you it would have made very little difference. I 
know so well.” 

Vladimir looked at her curiously. “Do you 
know, that for a woman supposed to be a peasant, 
you are a very extraordinary person?” 

Ilya laughed. “I am what I am, and after all, 
what difference does anything make — in Soviet 
Russia? Life is very short, my friend. The less 
we live on earth while we live, the happier for 
all of us.” 

“Just what does that mean ?” 

“Oh, just that if we keep our hearts fixed on 
the Forbidden City we are happier. After all, this 
part of it is only a curtain raiser. Once, in Petro- 
grad, my Feodor took me to the Imperial Theater. 
First there was a little play of twenty minutes. 
It gave us an idea of the long play that came 
after. It was the only time I ever went to a 
theater. I have often thought about it, like that. 
Life on earth, a prologue. Eternal Life, the play. 
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And even the actors of the first play are looking 
forward to the great one. Isn’t it so, Nikolai?” 
Without waiting for him to answer she went on 
with the thought uppermost in her mind. “When 
does — the change come ?” 

“At four. He will bring two of his own men. 
At least, that was the message I sent in code. 
There is more news. Last evening at sunset the 
plane that had carried the children to Danzig 
brought back six foresters.” 

“Foresters. I know. What is the matter with 
the light? I can’t see to sew.” 

She moved so that she would sit with her back 
to the door, the light from above falling over her 
left shoulder. “That’s better. Listen, Vladimir. I 
have thought the whole thing out very carefully. 
And you know that when Ilya makes a plan it is 
a good idea for you to follow it?” 

He smiled. The head crowned with flaxen 
braids had proved greater in its wisdom than 
most. 

“Let me have it.” 

“There are as you know fifty-six schools for 
defective children in the State. One of them is at 
Minsk. Feodor is too frail to last long at the 
mines. Any one of a million children could take 
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his place. Oh, they know it. The superintendent 
told me so only yesterday. You have great in- 
fluence. And they believe Feodor belongs to you. 
If you say, now that you have brought your bride 
to Vologda, you think he ought to go, I believe 
they might consent.” She waited. Vladimir won- 
dered what could be at the bottom of her plan. 
He knew the suggestion that Feodor be put in 
an institution was not all. 

“They might, as he is my son, allow me to fly 
with you as far as Minsk. You could give as an 
excuse for sending him away, that your present 
wife is not pleased with the presence in the flat 
of a defective child. There is reason in this. I 
myself saw the shock in her face when she looked 
at him sleeping with his poor eyes wide open. 
You see, if, when you took us away, Maroff — 
and his — foresters — were here, instead of the old 
guard — Hansi might not so much mind being 
left alone for a day. I would never have suggested 
going if I’d had any doubt about the guard.” 

“You are right. You always are. But it would 
take me a little time to see the different Commis- 
sioners, and you would have to be replaced in 
the mines.” 
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“If you give me a signed paper I can show it 
to the superintendent.” 

“I will give you a paper. Sure you are telling 
the truth, Ilya? You’re not doing anything rash?” 
Before she could answer, the door opened and 
one of the guards came in. The other watched 
through the crack. 

“Vodka — tovarish Ilya — the captain has gone 
for the night. It seems that we are to be sent away 
to make place for other guards — at dawn. Give 
us vodka, tovarish Ilya ” 

“Be quiet. You will rouse the house. Get out. 
I will bring it to you.” Leering, the faces were 
withdrawn. She carried them two great tank- 
ards, enough to put a whole company to sleep. 
Then she left them. 

“You had better go to my room now,” she said 
to Vladimir. “I will take care of her.” 

Before throwing himself down on the narrow 
bed beside the sleeping boy, he knelt at the win- 
dow. “God help us all,” he cried in his soul. Not 
even the words of the Pater came to him, nor an 
Ave. There was only a sense of trust, of hope, of 
looking anxiously to the guiding light by which a 
suffering people must watch, the Cross of Christ, 
and Christ crucified. 
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Ilya meanwhile had gone to the room where 
Hansi slept. Unbinding the crown of braids she 
let her hair fall in a waving shower almost to 
her feet. The sleeping woman had not had the 
energy to unwind hers. 

If Hansi had been the one to work in the open, 
and Ilya had led a life of comparative ease, there 
would have been little to choose between them. 
With the latter, intuition, observation, and a rare 
quality of finesse had taken the place of higher 
education. In spite of edicts, she had clung tena- 
ciously in her secret soul to her birthright of 
Russian Orthodoxy. Association with Nikolai 
had shown her the clearer way. Her intuitions 
were clear cut as visions, her mind had the 
simple directness of a child’s mind. As to the love 
of her life, it was as much part of her life as her 
Faith. The first Feodor was none the less her 
husband because of an invisible line drawn be- 
tween earth and Heaven. Across it, he could and 
he did clasp her hand and show her the way. In 
every perplexity she asked — “Please God, what 
would Feodor have done ?” She had known him 
so well, unerring instinct answered her. After 
all, in itself death was but a division between 
what had been and what is. Death was a word. 
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an experience. Its only mystery, that no disin- 
carnate soul had ever returned to tell in just what 
lay the difference of living, and Life. Oh, when 
her time came, there would be great things to 
talk over with Feodor — spirit to spirit! Even if 
she lived to be a hundred, it would be a little, little 
while to wait! 

Hansi stirred. Ilya braided her hair and crept 
into bed. Though she never quite seemed to lose 
consciousness, she must have slept. When she 
opened her eyes a pale streak of light came in at 
the window where the curtains parted. She could 
see the black of iron bars against gray sky. She 
struck a match to look at the clock. Almost half 
past three. It would be half an hour before she 
must rise. There was a sound of men’s voices. 
Quietly and very quickly so as not to disturb 
Hansi she crept out and threw a woolen shawl 
over her nightgown. Then she went into the liv- 
ing room. She crept on her knees so that no one 
looking through the cut in the door could see her. 
Listening she heard, in low murmuring tones: 

“0 admirabile commercium! 

Dominus regnavit , decorum indutust est: 
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indutus est Dominus fortitudinem et prae- 
cinxit se. 

Etinem firmavit orbem terrae , qui non com- 
movebitur. 

Par at a sedes tua ex tunc: a saeculo tu es ” 

One spoke, two answered. What could it mean ? 
What language did they use? When she turned 
and looked toward the door of her own little 
room, Vladimir stood there, radiant. She had 
never seen so extraordinary an expression on any 
human creature’s face. He stopped and caught 
her by the wrist and pulled her to her feet. 

“When you hear that, you know you are safe. 
You don’t have to hide. It is the signal.” 

“What is it? What does it all mean?” 

“The Lord hath reigned. He hath put on 
beauty: the Lord hath put on strength and hath 
girded Himself. 

“For He hath established the world: and it 
shall not be moved. Thy throne is prepared from 
of old: Thou art from everlasting ” 

“Nikolai — I don’t in the least understand. Tell 
me what is happening.” 

“It’s Maroff — and his guard, the new guard — 
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all with us. They are earlier than I expected. 
Get her up quickly. It doesn’t matter whether she 
is dressed or not. She must come at once.” 

She hurried into the bedroom, hating to wake 
Hansi, but determined to do what Vladimir 
asked. Startled, Hansi sat up in bed, staring. 

“What is it now? Are they going to take me 
away?” 

“The priest. Father Maroff. He is here to 
marry you and Nikolai.” 

“To marry us?” 

“Yes. Hurry. He may be called away at any 
moment. Fve got to go to my work, and if the 
guard is changed while I’m away it will be too 
late.” 

“I must get into some clothes.” 

“Don’t bother about your hair. Here, slip into 
this.” 

Over her nightdress she put the red woolen 
frock Hansi had bought, drew stockings over her 
feet, and boots. She tied a yellow handkerchief 
over Hansi’s head, then pushed her out into the 
living room. 

“Hurry, Father. Marry them first. Then the 
Mass.” 
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While the priest vested and Vladimir and Ilya 
hastily got together the small chalice and cibo- 
rium they kept well hidden with a few linens and 
an altar stone, Hansi fell on her knees. 

“Bless me, Father, for I have sinned/' It might 
have been a child’s first confession. She was in 
the habit of going every week. The uncharity 
with which she had thought and spoken of Maxi- 
mov, her doubting of Vladimir’s integrity, the 
horror she experienced when she learned of the 
boy’s existence, her soul appalled by its sudden 
plunge into those things of which Saint Paul had 
said they must not so much as be mentioned 
among the followers of Christ 

Swift absolution. Then at a signal Nikolai 
came and knelt with her. Ilya stood beside one 
of the guardsmen. The other kept watch outside 
the door. 

“Nikolai, wilt thou take Johanna here present 
for thy lawful wife according to the rite of our 
holy Mother the Church?” 

“I will.” 

“Johanna, wilt thou take Nikolai here present 
for thy lawful husband according to the rite of 
our holy Mother the Church ?” 
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“I will.” 

“You will please join hands.” 

A curious thought crossed Hansi’s mind as she 
looked into Nikolai’s face. He had asked her to 
marry him. It was a curiously passionless court- 
ship. Only once had he caught her hand in his. 
They had taken the entire matter for granted as 
though there had been no interim of years. He 
was speaking very quickly as if he expected to be 
Interrupted : 

“I, Nikolai Vladimir, take thee, Johanna, for 
my lawful wife, to have and to hold from this 
day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for 
poorer, in sickness and in health, till death us do 
part.” 

“I, Johanna, take thee, Nikolai ” 

“I join you together in marriage, in the name 
of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy 
Ghost, Amen.” 

“The ring?” asked the priest. 

There was only one. Hansi’s emerald having 
been appropriated by the Chief Commissioner, 
Ilya slipped hers from her finger. Father Maroff 
blessed it for the second time had he realized it 

“Our help is in the name of the Lord ” 

After the short psalm and words of blessing. 
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he handed it to Nikolai who slipped it on Hansi’s 
finger. “With this ring I thee wed, and I plight 
unto thee my troth ” 

Then began anew the Sacrifice of Calvary. 

The soldier who had broken all the rules of a 
properly trained guardsman resigned his post to 
the bridegroom who acted as acolyte. Ilya ra- 
diant — lived again through the swiftness of a 
wedding ceremony that had taken place the 
months before her boy was born. She lived it, 
however, with one eye on the clock. She must go 
and call him soon. But not before Communion. 
Our Lord must walk the earth again with them 
all that day 

The captain, turned priest, once more became 
captain of his guards. There was a clank on the 
stairs. Ilya gathered together the white linen 
cloths and all they contained and hid them be- 
neath the folds of her shawl. Then she fled to the 
kitchen. 

The fresh sentinels took their places. These 
were strange men. 

“I will make your coffee, Niko.” Hansi went 
outside and spoke to the men. 

“Tovarishi — have you eaten?” 

“Yes. But we would like some tea.” 
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“Good. I will bring it at once.” 

Nikolai stood rooted to the ground, but Hansi 
as she passed said to him — “Heaven is good. I 
have never made coffee in all my life! But tea? 
You will begin our day by drinking tea, my 
Niko!” 



CHAPTER XIV 


“The mark of Cain is on your brow; of your own 
will you set it there. 

The curse of Cain is in your heart ; your own will 
did beget it there. 

The brand of Cain is on your soul; nor can the 
world forget it there.” 

John Oxenham 

“I don’t suppose by any chance you could take 
me with you, Niko? I would be quiet. I wouldn’t 
say a word. I could even sit in an outside room.” 

“You’re not afraid, Hansi?” 

“Not with you near me.” 

“Oh, my beloved — be quiet. Damn this pub- 
licity. Every time we say a word there’s an eye 
glued to the door. These new guards — I don’t 
like their looks. Law of averages I suppose. With 
Padre Maroff and his men by night, we’ve got to 
have the devil’s own by day. I can’t take you 
with me to the Commissioners. You are really 
not supposed to go out of the house — and I hate 
to leave you at their mercy.” 
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“Just go across the room to where I put the 
samovar — there, in the corner. If you pour some 
tea for yourself, or pretend to, you can keep your 
back to the hole in the door and say whatever 
you like. Tell the .Commissioner princesses have 
to have exercise. Then perhaps I could some- 
times walk with you. And I would quarrel when- 
ever we passed anything that looked as though 
it were connected with the State. How I hate 
that word!” 

“Hate it? Half Russia hates it. All Russia that 
knew the freedom of the imperial government 
hates it — and no one has courage to say so. Lis- 
ten, Hansi. I don’t know how long it will take 
me at the office of the People’s Commissary for 
Social Welfare.” 

“Dekarov?” 

“Yes. Ilya wants to take her boy to Minsk and 
leave him there in the hospital for mental de- 
fectives.” 

“Would you fly, Niko?” 

“It would be the quickest way. The trains are 
impossible. They crawl like snails. If they will 
allow me to take either one of them, or both the 
boy and his mother, I would go after sundown 
so that you, would not be left alone with these 
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two strange men. The night watch comes on at 
six and I’d be back before the morning change 
of guard. They might give me permission only 
to take Feodor, but Ilya is determined to go 
along. I might smuggle her — as I’ve done with 
a great many — but she is always under sur- 
veillance. This time she is so keen about going 
that I know she has something at the back of 
her brain. It’s a brain worth heeding.” 

“I don’t believe the boy would last long at a 
Soviet home for mental defectives. Surely she 
must realize it?” 

“If it were anyone but Ilya I would feel as you 
do. Whatever it is she’s holding back she will 
tell us in her own time and way.” 

Hansi looked out at the great clock on the 
square. Since they robbed her of her watch it 
was the only way she had of telling time. 

“Nine? It feels like noon. How far is it to the 
People’s Office?” 

“Not four minutes by droshky. I wonder if 
there is any water boiling out in the kitchen.” 

“I’ll go and look. Ilya must have left a fire 
burning.” She glanced at the door. For once 
there was no one looking in. She whispered to 
Nikolai, “Come with me.” 
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The hurried ceremony of five hours ago 
seemed like a dream, unreal. Not for the space 
of half a second had these two been alone since, 
they whose lives had been as one life during the 
long years apart. Now they must be separated 
•again, these new machines for a State they 
loathed. But with a difference since the early 
dawning 

“Please— heart of my heart — it is for always 
— always ” 

“Always — beloved.” 

“Would they kill me if they knew?” 

“Oh, yes. It is their law. And they would either 
shoot me, too, or I would be told off to sign the 
register again, or be exiled somewhere else. This 
is apparently how they prefer to create their 
robots.” 

“So that it wouldn’t be any use for me to die for 
you, would it?” She smiled bitterly. “In that case, 
‘the last state would be worse than the first.’ ” 

“Correct. It is all a case of Beelzebub and his 
seven other devils. I might defy the State and 
get myself killed outright, but I suppose that 
would be suicide and we’d miss our Heaven to- 
gether as well as life on earth.” 

“You must go, Niko. It’s time.” He took her 
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in his arms without a word. After he had gone 
she began to look about, to familiarize herself 
with her surroundings. God help people whose 
home was only home as long as they remained 
acceptable to a government, she thought. Or 
could it be called a government, this bestial thing 
that ruled by fear, cruelty, and death? There 
was a sewing machine backed up against the wall 
of her sleeping room. She knew as much about 
sewing on a machine as she did about making 
coffee, which Nikolai could prove was little 
enough. But Ilya knew all about both. She had 
to sew for the boy and cook for them all. Hansi’s 
eyes lighted on the picture. She shuddered and 
turned away. A few books scattered here and 
there had evidently been put in the rooms by the 
Department of Political Education. Any books 
other than those selected by the State or one of 
its departments were taboo. It was a criminal 
offense to bring books across the border, any 
books. Who could tell what they might contain? 
The worst of them could not begin to do the harm 
such books as these chosen by the Soviet Com- 
mission were calculated to do. She opened one of 
them. It was so subversive to any Christian prin- 
ciple that she threw it aside. It was the same with 



272 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

the second, and the third. She was afraid to burn 
them. She might have to account for them. 

She went out to the kitchen. The glass and 
china were beautiful and precious. Since Nikolai 
had bought them she wondered if they would be 
allowed to keep them wherever they might go — 
whenever they might go. Probably not, since 
everything belonged to the State including them- 
selves. There could be no private ownership. It 
might be amusing to try to cook something. Niko- 
lai would tease her if she failed. So much the 
better if he did. It would make him laugh. 

There was a scuttle full of coal beside the 
lighted fire. Hansi wondered how the coal got 
there, and if it gave out, where she could appeal 
for more. She did not realize that part of her 
predecessor’s punishment for having brought a 
brainless boy into the world was to climb the five 
flights of stairs each morning, dragging with her 
the heavy bucket which she herself had filled 
from the general stores below. Nor did she realize 
that unless she produced that which the U.S.S.R. 
considered her bounden duty to itself, or if any- 
thing went wrong with Ilya, Hansi must do the 
same. On top of the cupboard where the kitchen 
utensils were kept she saw another book, evi- 
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dently hidden for some reason by either Ilya or 
Nikolai. Ilya, undoubtedly. For Nikolai would 
not have hesitated to destroy it. She looked at 
the title. Krasilov’s “Myth of Christ.” Appar- 
ently these people spared no pains to spread their 
propaganda. Tucked away out of sight in a 
drawer, she came upon a list of the courses to 
be followed at the Anti-religious Seminary. They 
were to be given by such teachers as Stepanov, 
Pokrovsky, Galkin, and the author of the book 
against the Christ, Krasilov. She read that a 
special course of study bearing on Islam might 
be followed for those who cared to take it up. 

With the knives and forks she discovered a 
printed notice signed, Goihbarg, of whom she 
had never heard. “All children are legitimate 
with us. ... We cannot liberate the child from 
its servitude to its parents, but if we grant rights 
to the parent over the child, we do so only in the 
interests of the child. The Commission has pre- 
pared the following law: Children who have not 
reached maturity, eighteen years, are regarded 
as belonging to no religion whatever, and the 
assertion of the parents that the child belongs to 
any particular Church has absolutely no force. 
For the present we cannot charge Society and 
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the government with the expenses necessary for 
the education of children and we are obliged to 
call upon the parents. If a mother says that a 
certain man not necessarily her husband is the 
father of her child, and if this man denies her 
statement, the mother has a right to declare this 
denial untrue, and she must be cared for by the 
man in question so far as the expenses of child- 
birth go. 

“Even if a married woman claims that some- 
body other than her husband is the father of her 
child, that other man will be regarded in law as 
the father, if the change may ameliorate the 
social and material conditions of the child. The 
indisputable truth itself must cede to the interests 
of the child.” 

Hansi paled, and shoved the paper back in the 
drawer as far as it would go. Perhaps to a cer- 
tain extent this may have been Ilya’s motive for 
concealing her boy’s true parentage. Before the 
State, Nikolai Vladimir had claimed Feodor as 
his son. On the other hand, truth would have 
murdered both Ilya and the boy. There was no 
possible doubt there. 

“Oh, my God — ” To put all these thoughts out 
of her head, Hansi looked for something on 
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which to start her self-taught cooking lessons. 
But there was nothing. Then she wondered where 
the chalice and linens used for Mass had been 
hidden. But so cleverly had Ilya stored every- 
thing away in a recess behind Feodor’s cot that 
her search revealed nothing at all. The only ex- 
planation Nikolai could give of the concealed 
niche was that it must have been used as a safety 
vault by the people who formerly owned the 
house. Hansi was satisfied that since she herself 
could discover no trace of it, it was safe from 
depredation. She went back into the bedroom 
then and, under pretense of reading, began to say 
her rosary on her fingers. She had forgotten her 
beads and perhaps it was just as well. Five dec- 
ades, ten. As she began the fifteenth, Nikolai 
came in. He signaled Hansi not to speak to him. 
After he had been in the room perhaps ten min- 
utes and the curious eyes at the door were per- 
suaded that his being there or not. was a matter 
of indifference to the woman, he spoke in a casual 
tone, moderating his voice so that it might have 
been Russian instead of English as far as the 
watchers could tell. 

“I got the necessary permits to take them both. 
We fly direct to Minsk.” 
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“I’m surprised they gave their consent for her 
to go. I can understand about the boy. They are 
probably glad to be rid of him.” 

“They gave me clearly to understand she is 
under a ban and that to allow her to leave Vol- 
ogda is an immense concession. The Five Year 
Plan would have kept her at the mines in the 
daytime, but as I promised to get her back by sun- 
rise they allowed her to go.” 

“Evidently she is not supposed to need sleep.” 

“No. What she needs does not interest them. 
She told me she could take an occasional nap 
en route and that would be all she wants. You 
will be entirely safe with Maroff and his men.” 

He did not tell her that the Committee on Per- 
mits had consented to Ilya’s flying with him only 
when one of them suggested it would be a good 
joke on the second wife to have him fly to Minsk 
with the first. The coarse humor of the situation 
had an appeal. That the woman wanted to see her 
delicate child safely housed and away from the 
mines meant nothing to them. 

“Did you have to get new passports?” 

“Oh, yes. Even inside the country. No one can 
challenge us now. We can’t be arrested in air or 
shot down!” 
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As Vladimir had told her, the guard was 
changed at six o’clock. Ilya ought to arrive in a 
few min utes. A quarter past, she had not come, 
or at half past. “What do you think could have 
happened?” 

“Anything could happen. Everything. We are 
all on a volcano. We can only hold our souls in 
patience.” 

It was a quarter before seven when Ilya hur- 
ried in. “I’m so sorry. The lorry that brought me 
was delayed by a slight accident. Tovarishka 
Hansi, will you lend me your great-coat to-night ? 
It will be very cold. And your helmet? I can tie 
a shawl over it to keep the wind from getting in. 
While you help me into your things, you go to 
Feodor, Nikolai. See to him. He has your old fur 
coat. I myself will not be a minute. But you will 
have to tie Feodor’s head up well. I’m afraid for 
him. Quick ” 

Not five minutes later, the three figures fled in 
haste down the stairs and out to the open where 
a State car waited to take them to the flying field. 
The car flew a crimson flag. No one stopped 
them. Left alone in the empty rooms, the woman 
crept softly to the cubbyhole where she found 
the boy’s working clothes black with coal dust. 
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thrown hastily on the floor. She picked them up 
and brushed them as best she could, first cover- 
ing herself with an apron. Then she put them in 
an old wooden box kept for the purpose under 
the wider bed. She crept on hands and knees to 
Feodor’s cot. 

“Ave Maria " 

Swiftly, a small parcel in her hand, she hur- 
ried out to the captain of the guard. 

He took the package from her and reverently 
placed it inside his blouse. Going back to the 
kitchen she stirred the fire until she had a good 
blaze. Then she threw something into it. The 
people who lived on the floor above wondered 
what could be burning. A strangely sweet per- 
fume permeated the entire building 

This done, the rosary appeared — “Ave — Ave 
Maria, gratia plena — Ora — ora pro nobis — mine 
et in hora mortis nostrae •” 



CHAPTER XV 


“To gain your own vile ends you made this strife; but 
all in vain. 

Peace comes again ! 

To suit your own vile ends you murdered Truth; but 
all in vain. 

Truth lives again! 

To gain your own vile ends you murdered Life; but 
all in vain. 

Life lives again ! 

To speed your own vile ends you murdered Youth; but 
all in vain. 

Youth lives again!” 

John Oxenham 

It soothed her heart to hear the murmured 
words. Only last night they had for the first time 
in the history of these walls been spoken there: 

“Domine, exaudi , et clamor mens. 

Divinum auxilium mane at semper nobiscum S’ 

The continuous sound went on softly, softly. 
She forgot to light the lights that had been ex- 
tinguished for the time of the rosary. One must 
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be careful. She even forgot the little window in 
the door, and that however one might be pro- 
tected in the People’s State, danger was never 
very far away. She forgot that there were those 
who always suspected, never trusted, always in- 
trigued. She forgot the craft and the cunning 
that lurked in every direction. She forgot that 
perfidiousness and foul play were the order 
of the day and that the O.G.P.U. was not un- 
acquainted with treachery. She forgot, in the 
divine melody of praise which alone brings hap- 
piness, that all was not well with Russia, and so 
forgetting, fell asleep where she knelt. 

How long she slept, she never knew. It might 
have been an. hour, it might have been two. It 
might have been well on towards the two o’clock 
at which time Vladimir was to have returned, 
that the clangor outside the door, the heavy fall 
of footsteps inside, the blare and blazing of light 
full in her face roused her. 

It was not Nikolai. The face that looked down 
into her bewildered, sleep-blurred eyes was long 
and narrow and evil, and the eyes were dull rocks 
with just a glint to light them. 

“So ! He has gone ! This Prince Vladimir with 
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his wife and child, the child that turned you so 
radically against him! So radically that you 
signed the register with him. He did not return 
at two? No? — ” And still the woman stared. 

“By what right do you come in? The guard is 
there for that.” 

He stooped and dragged her to her feet. 
“Ilya!” Throwing her to one side he went into 
the next room only to find it empty. Returning 
he questioned her. 

“Where is she ?” 

Ilya drew herself up. “I hope, somewhere in 
Poland.” 

“What do you mean? You were to have gone 
with Vladimir and your brat.” 

“It was better I should stay at home and guard 
the house. But I have not guarded it too well, 
since it was so easy for Karsky Maximov to 
break in.” 

“They were flying to Minsk. What do you 
mean by Poland?” 

“I was afraid the hospitality of the State might 
not include a generous care of my little boy, so 
that we decided to give him the benefit of the 
best hospital in Warsaw, or even Trieste. Defec- 
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tive children are a great burden to the State,” she 
sighed. 

“Traitors are a greater burden.” 

As they passed out the two men at their post 
drew forward. But Ilya smiled and shook her 
head. Then her hand stole to her heart. The little 
gesture meant good-by and pray. That much they 
understood. They were well read in the lore of 
human need, those two, and understood the silent 
plea of the human soul. 

There was no great volley of sound to disturb 
the quiet of the night out in the courtyard behind 
the Commissariat for the People's Welfare. 
There was hardly noise enough to disturb the 
puffed-up pigeons on neighboring roofs. A blue- 
bloused witness or two, a glint of light bursting 
from blue steel — a heap that once was human. 
That was all. Even a Communist’s courtyard had 
somehow through no merit of its own come into 
part of the glory that will forever be the Coli- 
seum of the Caesars. 

“The woman is dead.” 

“Did she make any statement?” 

“Nothing in words. She signed the sign of the 
cross, damn her.” 

Sogirev, sitting at the judicial desk, laughed. 
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“That was her little joke on you. There is no 
one here to replace her at the mines. You will 
take the official car and drive there yourself, at 
once. Find some woman to put in her place. Then 
report back for duty.” 

“Having performed a service to the State by 
the extinction of this trouble-maker, may I sug- 
gest that my next function be exercised in Po- 
land, or somewhere in the vicinity of the National 
German Hospital at Danzig?” 

“My good man, we hold a score against you 
for having without leave brought into the coun- 
try as subject for scientific experiment the 
woman — Kasatkin — known now to have been 
engaged to be married, before the Revolution, to 
the man with whom she signed the register. You 
should have known this was courting danger to 
the State.” 

“It seemed such a delicious morsel of irony, 
one you would have approved. She loathed the 
thought of his having fathered the child of an- 
other woman, that woman a peasant. She hated 
him for it. It was an exquisite bit of humor.” 

“You can’t be a gourmet in Soviet Russia, 
Maximov. And the likelihood is that Vladimir is 
not the father.” 
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“He claimed him as his son. The law is ” 

“The law is what it is. The facts are what 
would have influenced the Kasatkin woman. Ilya 
is known to have loved some young fool of a 
schoolmaster. The man was shot at the train in 
an attempt to follow her. You saw it. You were 
there. It was your work. And bear in mind that 
would account for the boy’s idiocy.” 


“There’s something wrong on the lower level. 
The superintendent has gone down.” 

“Have him up.” 

“Impossible, grazhdanin Maximov. It is worth 
my position to attempt bringing him back. The 
car is waiting and ready to go down. It might 
save time if you took it yourself. You will prob- 
ably find him on an improvised bridge at the bot- 
tom. It’s safe. The superintendent never risks his 
precious body no matter what danger he shoves 
the rest of the robots into. Go ahead, why don’t 
you?” 

“You can be punished for your speech.” 

“Oh, no. I am an Italian with our legions be- 
hind me. If you had any decent mining engineers 
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of your own you wouldn’t have to listen to the 
truth from your importations. I’m safe and you 
know it. Of course you could shoot me yourself, 
but you would pay the penalty.” 

With an oath Karsky Maximov turned on his 
heel. He found the little car at the top of the 
shaft, touched a button after fumbling about for 
it, and started down. 

Whether the vibration loosened the earth of a 
defective wall, whether the man’s added weight 
to the bridge was the last straw, whatever it 
might have been, Maximov was summoned red- 
handed to face another Judge than Sogirev. 

The clamor caused by the cave-in amply 
atoned for any lack of outcry at the murder of 
Ilya. At sound of the mighty explosion men 
rushed to the mine. But neither Maximov nor the 
superintendent, nor the poor creatures who had 
been the slaves of a Five Year Plan, were ever 
seen again. 


Smolensk, Mohilev, — Nikolai knew the coun- 
try over which he flew by heart. Feodor slept, 
and who could wonder ? Day in, day out, never a 
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holiday, rarely a lull, Sunday unknown because 
there was no God in Russia to impose on them a 
Sabbath in which they must rest from tyrannical 
toil — w hat wonder he slept against the rumble 
and hum of the plane? There were only eighteen 
days in which to sleep throughout the three hun- 
dred and sixty-five days of the year. Then Ilya 
would put him to bed insisting on his resting, 
quietly as might be, the twelve hours around the 
clock. He would sleep without thought of food, 
or air other than that of the airless cubbyhole 
he could not call his own. New Year’s Day was 
celebrated and the twenty-second of January, 
anniversary of the 1905 demonstration by the 
Socialists in front of the Winter Palace. That 
year the red flag of terrorism flashed a brief sig- 
nal through fellow Communists all the way across 
the Atlantic. The ninth of January commemorated 
Lenin’s death, the twelfth of March the funeral 
pyre of Czarism. A dictatorship of tyranny rose 
out of it that defied the rule of Imperial Russia, 
changing what was normal and natural into the 
cruel and most abnormal rule that has ever pre- 
vailed. But the day must be celebrated. Deluded 
subjects must be made to dress the picture with 
flags and banners the meaning of which they did 
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not understand. March eighteenth was holiday 
because of the Paris 'Commune, and May first, 
“Day of the International,” the greatest fete of 
all. One invariably looks for tragedy on the first 
of May, and somewhere finds it. Then the fifth 
of July, Day of the Constitution of the U.S.S.R., 
and November the seventh, Day of the Proleta- 
rian Revolution, must be held as festivals. 

If for any particular reason the mines had to 
be kept open on these anniversaries, Feodor and 
the barrows were at their post. What wonder the 
child slept when he had the chance? That Ilya, 
foreseeing some possible difficulty, might have 
slipped a little white powder into the vodka she 
gave him before they started, just as she some- 
times powdered the drink she gave the guards- 
men, no one but the mother knew. Once or twice, 
the woman in whose arms the child lay so still, 
leaned down to listen to his breathing. His face 
was ashen. Out over Minsk the plane hovered. 
The woman leaned forward as well as she could 
with the burden on her knees, and pushed a 
printed card weighted with a stone into the front 
cockpit. Vladimir saw it and picked it up. “I be- 
seech you. On to Danzig and the National Hos- 
pital. They will receive him there. Ilya.” 
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He knew her fine, clear printing. He knew she 
would be risking her life as well as that of 
her son, and Nikolai’s, to fly over the border. 
Could he get back to Hansi in time? The priest- 
guardsman would take care of emergencies at 
that end. Ilya never advised where she had not 
considered every side of wisdom. They rose then 
to three thousand feet. 

Alm ost, a straight line as the bird flies, across 
the neck of a new Polish Corridor to the waters 
of Danzig’s Bay — outside the city a wide, open 
plain. Not another airship in sight except below 
where he could distinguish the German hangars. 
There were a few lights scattered over the land- 
ing field. Who was to know? They were not the 
first refugees to escape this way. 

When finally they alighted and Vladimir 
jumped down, he turned to take the boy. An open 
motor car sped quickly to them. First the swathed 
figure of the child, light as thistledown in spite 
of fur and scarves, was put with the help of the 
driver into the tonneau. Then he helped the 
woman whose face was hidden under a heavy 
woolen veil. She clung to him and when he would 
have released her she held him close. 
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“Niko — Niko — ” He tore the veil from her 
face. “Hansi ! Oh, my love, my love !” 

She freed herself from the entangling wraps, 
and still clinging to his arm walked to the car. 

“It was her plan. She rushed me through at 
the last so quickly that I really didn’t know 
whether I was to come with you or to stay at 
Vologda. She promised to remain quietly in my 
place. When I asked what would happen if they 
found out, she said she relied on Maroff not to 
be found out. We can talk as we go along, Niko. 
She gave me a letter for you. It was the letter, 
not an accident, that delayed her so late. It took 
her some time to print it. We are to go first to 
the hospital." 

Feodor had not stirred. Hansi’s hands were so 
cold she could hardly find the pocket in which 
Ilya had hurriedly sewed the letter, first ripping 
out the lining. She thought of everything to safe- 
guard Feodor, Vladimir, Hansi. However secure 
the situation, Ilya knew enough of the State’s 
methods not to trust it. 

Nikolai took his knife and cut the threads that 
held the letter in place. What wonder she had 
been late! 
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There is little time, Nikolai Vladimir. I must write 
quickly. I overheard in the mines that children like my 
Feodor were to be “mercifully put out of their misery” like 
dogs. I did not want you to know. And I wanted to save 
him . So I proposed Minsk. I had no idea of going. I was 
determined to save you and Hansi for each other. They 
would have separated you. There is no question about my 
going to my own Feodor — shortly. When they discover 
me they will open my door to him. But they do not know 
that. If Maroff goes— or his men— the new guards would 
have found out. You can’t hide your love, you and Hansi. 
I see it in every look, in every act. I learned to-day Karsky 
Maximov is back. He wants Hansi. He knows you love 
each other. This is your only way out. Leave the boy at 
Danzig. I know those German doctors. They are un- 
surpassed. Then take your Hansi to France to live. Never, 
never come back. Live as you planned to do before the 
war broke out to spoil your lives. Live as you would have 
lived if Russia had not died. Don’t go to Rome. Via 
Gaeta housed Maximov. 

In France you can both work for the Russians. That 
will mean all the exiles, everywhere. If Feodor can be 
cured he will repay you. If he dies, you will give him 
Christian burial. God will let me take care of him after 
that. With his father. I count on a little house in Heaven 
since I intend to give my life for love. Perhaps God will 
send my two Feodors to my little house. Do you think so ? 
His will be done first, last, always ! This is my good-by to 
you both. I know the State so well ! And both of you I 
love, eternally. Pray for 

Ilya. 
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Hansi’s hot tears fell then on the sleeping 
child. She put her arms about him and drew him 
to her heart. 

“I consecrate myself your mother, Feodor, and 
I promise her never to fail you.” Her eyes sought 
her husband’s. “You will help me keep this prom- 
ise and this consecration, Niko.” 

“I promise too,” he said. They drove in silence 
to the city. 

At sound of the wheels on gravel the doors of 
the hospital swung open. They entered a small 
reception room where they were met by an 
orderly. 

“Russians ?” 

“Yes.” 

“With a sick child?” 

“Yes.” 

“Wait here.” 

In less than a moment he returned with one of 
the doctors who raised the boy’s eyelids. Then he 
bent to listen. “He has been given a powerful 
drug. Get a stretcher,” he said to the orderly. 

They lifted the frail burden onto it. 

“If you will kindly remain here, we will 
give you a report as soon as possible. You have 
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traveled all night and must be tired. I will send 
you some coffee.” 

A nurse in her white uniform brought them a 
tray with coffee, rolls and butter. Hansi had not 
realized how faint she was for want of food. 
Perhaps an hour afterwards, the nurse returned. 
“You will please come,” she said. 

They were taken in the lift up to what seemed 
to be the top of the house, though it was only a 
division of a terraced roof. From a June-bright 
sky sunshine filtered down and through the entire 
room. It seemed to Hansi they had fallen from 
the rigors of frigid skies into a conservatory. 
The pale wisp that was Ilya’s son lay white and 
lifeless in his clean little bed. Hansi thought of 
the orange quilt streaked with coal dust. Two 
men in white linen were bending over him. 

“I sent for you to reassure you. You are his 
parents?” 

“Yes.” Nikolai blessed Hansi in his heart for 
the unhesitating response. 

“You will stay on in Danzig?” 

“As long as necessary.” 

“I only ask because of our proximity to the 
borders of Russia. We have had some cases of 
parents — who have not lived here in — security. 
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You understand their spy system. And allow 
me to advise you not to go back. We understand 
that your government is none too pleased when 
even an incompetent person is brought over the 
boundaries into Germany. For those who return 
we assume no responsibility. We are responsible 
for the persons left in our care.” 

“We understand. We are not returning to 
Russia. On your verdict we will act. Everything 
depends on that. If there is a possibility of a cure 
we will leave our boy with you. Someone — deeply 
interested in him — has expressed the wish he 
should stay here until entirely well. If there is no 
possibility of his getting well, we will take him 
with us wherever we decide to live.” 

The doctors exchanged a glance. They had had 
cases of the kind before. 

There was not the slightest resemblance be- 
tween the sick child and the man and woman who 
had brought him. 

“If — ” Vladimir went on, “you decide to help 
him, we will go for the present to France. We 
can keep in communication with you from Paris.” 
The kindly man nodded his head. The other left 
the room. “Please — I beg you, do not have any 
anxiety about him. He’ll be all right with us. It 
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is going to take a long time, a very long time. In 
the end, you will see. His youth will save him.” 
The lines flashed to Nikolai’s mind : 
“Whatever may have happened to his hurt was 
vain. Youth will live — again!” 



CHAPTER XVI 


"Love the Beginning and the End, all life and death doth 
comprehend. 

Love lived in death upon the Tree : Love lives again, for 
you and me” 

John Oxenham 

Torrents of rain swept the splendid breadth of 
Rue Royale from the arches of Rue de Rivoli to 
the broad reaches of the Madeleine’s steps. In 
spite of storm and devastating- onrush all three 
sets of iron gates were flung as wide as on any 
sunny day in May. The doors of the church were 
open and free of access. Yet, wet as it was, 
crouching on the third step from the bottom, 
drenched and cold, windswept as the streets, old 
Mere Chablis held her leaf-lined basket filled 
with thirsty muguets. It never seemed to matter 
how saturated they might be, her lilies of the 
valley always lifted fragrant cups for more. 

The old woman, well known to those who fre- 
quented the purlieus of the Madeleine, was clad 
in the perennial sable of “little old women in 
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black,” the wide world over. With a difference. 
They might be sweet and neat. There was some- 
thing about Mere Chablis at first glance decidedly 
repellent. Her hair straggled in stray gray wisps 
about her face and from under a covering that 
might once have been called a bonnet. It had a 
faded bunch of violets on top, and at present was 
cocked over one reddish eye. At the nape of the 
neck where deviating hair is most offensive, hers 
was noticeably so, clean, but disorderly. Indeed, 
there was very little not clean in the scouring that 
Paris must for the nonce endure. Mere Chablis, 
seen from a distance, was like a very black splotch 
of ink on an otherwise immaculate page, isolated, 
conspicuous. The old woman was stainless in 
more ways than one, if people cared enough about 
her to find out. But no one did. She fumbled with 
gnarled and knotted hands at a trembling bunch 
of lilies, pulling the leaves here and there to make 
the bunch look larger. Then she loosened the 
green-white bells to give them breathing space. 
“Mon Dieu! Ces enfants!” she exclaimed, though 
whether she addressed the flowers or those who 
gathered them, who could tell? Who knew better 
than she that flowers must suffer from compres- 
sion just as children might cry for breathing 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 297 

space. She tended them as though they felt her 
love for them. A few people caught umbrellaless, 
rushed along dismayed, while others took the 
brunt of the storm head on, laughing as they 
went. These were the careless ones. A pity, 
thought the old woman. Before the war, women 
cared whether their pretty hats and frocks were 
spoiled or not. Now they wore garments so con- 
spicuously plain that nothing that happened to 
them mattered. But it should matter. Women 
should be feminine and dainty. To-day they were 
masculine and matter-of-fact. Even a thought- 
less man protected his clothing now and then. 
Mere Chablis’ heart went out to the one who did. 
He probably did not have many suits. But with 
a uniform it was different. It could get as wet as 
it pleased and it was not of the slightest impor- 
tance. From uniforms her mind wandered to 
war. And the Armistice. Oh, it was a long time 
ago that an Armistice had been signed a year too 
soon. Those who to-day were so indifferent to 
life’s comforts or discomforts had cared a great 
deal then. They wanted the massacre stopped, 
the slaughter that got no one anywhere, but 
started a century of unrest, of bloodshed, of 
revolution. 
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The old woman who fingered the blossoms so 
tenderly had cause enough to think. A passer-by 
would never have given her credit for a thinking 
mind, and far less credit for using it. Yet the 
problems of the day were perhaps closer to her 
than to anyone in all Paris save possibly the 
.Cardinal- Archbishop who made other people’s 
troubles his own. The first shot of the war had 
given birth to freedom robed in red. That was 
the thought paramount. The freedom of the chil- 
dren of God, which the world had hoped for, was 
confined to those who had been hurried to the 
Heart of God before their natural years were 
spent. At least Sarajevo had done that much — 
in peopling Heaven with young angelic faces. But 
on the other hand, Lenin, Trotsky and Stalin, 
Dovelesky and Tihmenivks had seized the banner 
of crimson freedom with its disintegration, dis- 
ruption, dishonor and revolution. 

Not all the rain in the world was sufficiently 
powerful to wash away the stains made with 
their code of morality, or want of it, false philos- 
ophies, distorted ethics. It would take more than 
water to do that. Only last week an escaped priest 
had come to her with a horrible tale of an expe- 
rience in Moscow. The room into which he was 
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ushered had a curiously resilient flooring. The 
color varied from deep red to brown, and in some 
places it was black. He asked whether it were 
linoleum or oilcloth. It really did not seem like 
either. It was very thick. The answer to his ques- 
tion came with a laugh: “It is neither. It is 
human blood.” In telling her the story he added, 
“A river passed close to the house. The laborers 
sent to clean it were obliged to abandon the 
work.” 

The old woman realized that dreaming here 
alone, thinking alone, would never accomplish 
any desired purpose. Whereupon she used the 
muguets as she might the beads of her rosary. 
Each one as she tucked it into its leafy bed, said 
an Ave before it settled down. The lilies did more 
than pray, for they provided bread for many who 
had run the gamut of Bolshevik persecution. 
They knew of a Plan on foot to which the 
Five Year Plan was less than a toy. But the Plan 
in which the muguets played their lowly part had 
begun with Let There Be Light, and was destined 
to outlive the Universe. 

Some who glanced at the woman who sat in 
the rain, thought her drunk with absinthe and 
made no comment. The situation was common 
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enough in Paris, though they rarely dropped 
themselves down on a church step in so populated 
a district as that of the Rue Royale. And well 
she read their minds, and much the reading 
amused her. The little red eyes, watchful, vigi- 
lant, darted to right and left when no one seemed 
to be looking. When she found herself observed, 
she would busy her pathetic, rheumatic hands 
with the flowers. Again like children, they needed 
constant, unswerving tenderness. If there were 
some who thought her mad, others looked on her 
as a beggarly sob-sister not above luring francs 
and centimes out of sympathetic pockets through 
her own intense discomfiture. Then, a motor 
drove swiftly up from out Boulevard de la Made- 
leine and stopped at the center gate. She veiled 
her eyes. It might be a wedding; then they would 
buy her flowers — perhaps. It might be a funeral. 
Muguets were white — for children. The grizzled 
head nodded under its funereal rag and one eye 
was closed. The other, wakeful, caught the glint 
of a buckled shoe, the silk of a scarlet ankle. She 
rose. And she did not rise like an obsequious 
mendicant, but with the elasticity of mind and 
body, of a person in her fifties, with an active 
spirit to direct her use of years. If the other 
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part were acting, what did it matter? S.V.R. 
mattered 

“Mon enfant! Go home. Have you no sense of 
discretion? You will never sell a flower in this 
storm.’’ 

She did not speak at first. Twisted fingers wet 
from rain and dew-sodden stems were wiped on 
the black petticoat damp enough beneath its outer 
covering of drenched skirt. Then they groped 
for a ring, and the parchment face bent to its 
indulgence. Gently the Cardinal-Archbishop 
turned his wrist to prevent the homage. Indeed 
in his soul so like to the Master’s, he always felt, 
when subjects knelt to kiss the jeweled reliquaire, 
that it was he who should bow to their humility. 

When he gloried, it was like the Little Poor 
Man of Assisi. Not he, but the King. “I glory, 
not I, but in the cross of Christ.” The years in 
their passing may have garnered a waiting dia- 
dem above. There is little doubt about that. But 
the years in their vanishment had left on his 
brow a valiant sovereignty of thorns visible to 
such as visioned his humility through their own. 
It was perhaps because of their understanding of 
him, that his poor approached him with the same 
fearlessness as Mere Chablis. 
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The steel-strong knotted knuckles would have 
their way. When she had kissed the ring, she 
tightened up the withered shoulders a bit by a pull 
at her wisp of shawl, then subsided, standing 
quietly on the third step looking down at the 
kindly face bent above her basket. He raised clear 
eyes to her dim ones. She saw in his three qual- 
ities which were probably the light that shone 
like stars: charity, unblazoned, the charity that 
is love of all creatures alike; humility, the brother 
of charity; and great patience, sister of both. 
And at the moment he knew very well that he 
was looking through hers into a guileless soul. 

“I may not sell many muguets, Eminence, but 
— I may catch some gold just the same.” 

“How, child?” 

“Eh! eh!” She looked carefully around to see 
that no one was within earshot. 

“I am keeping an eye on Larue’s,” she went on. 
‘‘Someone — someone worth while. I used to watch 
for her before she went away, a young girl. That 
was many years ago. She often flung me a franc 
but never took the flowers. Now I have reason to 
believe she will take the muguets and speak a 
word, and pay me in centimes instead of francs.” 
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“But you said gold. There is no gold in circula- 
tion. What do you mean ?” 

“Her presence to me in Paris is worth more 
than all the money in the banks combined.” 

He thought he would humor her. She was a 
character, this Chablis. 

“What makes you think so ?” he asked. 

“She has changed very much. She was always 
beautiful, but sad to heartbreak. Now — her 
beauty has developed! Not even at the Comedie 
Frangaise, where I open my loges, have I seen 
such beauty. She is happy too. She was not happy 
before. And she is married. She was not married 
before. She is married, but not to him who used 
to bring her to Larue’s. Though she appeared to 
love that one too. I do not understand that part 
of it.” 

“The other might have been her brother.” 

Mere Chablis put a^finger on her lips. “ Tiens . 
That is true. I had not thought of that. It is not 
impossible. This one, like the other, is — mais 
superbe — Eminence. However, different. The 
first was blond, tall as she is tall, and slender as 
one of the willows in the Foret de Fontainebleau. 
This one is dark, with eyes that flash fire, slender 



304 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

too. They are of the S.V.R.,” she added de- 
murely. 

His Eminence started. “How do you know?” 

“I always thought she was Russian. She had a 
chic about her, an air only the Russian women of 
her kind used to have. There are not too many 
of her kind left. She carries herself like a young 
queen. She used to pray hours at a time before 
the altar of La Madeleine. It took my Lionceau 
to discover that they are both Russian emigres. 
And that they are but recently escaped.” 

“Your Lionceau is an enigma to me. How did 
he discover this ?” 

La Chablis chuckled. “He grows cleverer and 
cleverer with his years. He slips in between the 
Excellency in a uniform and buttons and the 
motor car. Then he helps the lady in, or out. He 
has listened to their conversation. The last time 
he did it they both stared at him and asked if he 
came from Russia. He laughed and answered 
never a word.” 

“And?” 

“They always give a good pourboire.” 

“You are making him earn his bread with a 
mea culpa. It is bad for a youth of his age to 
beg. I do not like it, Mere Chablis.” He rarely 
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spoke with severity, but his voice was stern. 
There were limits of rectitude which even char- 
ity could not bridge. 

The little red eyes took on a sparkle. “You see, 
Eminence, it is not actually begging. He does a 
politeness, a service. He does not beg. Parfois — 
if he receives a pourboire he is too well-mannered 
to refuse it. I am training him for the diplo- 
macy.” 

“Tiens! La diplomatie? Comment cat” 

“It is my own idea. He begins by watching. 
He notices. Then he selects those whom it might 
be advantageous to observe.” 

“Rather like the service detective, Mere Cha- 
blis.” 

“Les deux fers dans le feu, il peut-etre, Emi- 
nence. Enfin, he watches. 

“In this case it is I who have selected those he 
is to watch. Silence. No one else is to know. Then 
he carries me the information he is pledged to 
keep secret from everyone else. Silence again. 
Vous voyez, Monseigneur, silence is the key-note 
of the service diplomatique. And wisely so. A 
diplomat must never make a mistake. He takes 
his example from the Chinese who have a motto : 
‘Silence is better than speech. If you do not speak. 
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you will not regret what you have not said.’ Fre- 
quently, a diplomat might be in error. That is, 
if he says what is not true, or exact, or even 
what might be foolish. But if he is silent ! Ah — 
that is where the difference lies. He can never be 
in error, he can never judge unwisely, if he does 
not give la parole to what is in his brain. Eh, 
Eminence? Is my training wise?” 

The old Cardinal threw back his head and 
laughed. “Rain or no rain — and it is clearing 
now, le bon Dieu merci, it is worth a drenching 
to learn the lesson of your own — discretion. Con- 
tinue, mon enfant." 

“Si, Eminence. The lesson of silence. Ma foil 
There are times in which he is so silent on the 
subject of his pourboires that I have been obliged 
to use force to dislodge the information as to 
where he obtained them, as well as the pour- 
boires themselves. At such moments I begin to 
think my training is too perfect. As to his edu- 
cation, I will admit, it is good. The languages 
he has picked up through the children who are 
brought to my house on the Rue de Grenelle. It 
depends, or rather, it has depended, for condi- 
tions are very much changed from what they 
were ten years ago — it depended on the kind of 
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governess or teacher the children may have had 
in their houses. Some had French, some English, 
some German, some again Italian, though these 
were few. There is naturally Russian at the 
base.” 

“Do you mean to say that Lionceau speaks five 
languages fluently?” 

“ Mais oui. Monseigneur ! I tell you I train him 
to be a diplomat.” 

The old Cardinal-Archbishop shook his head. 
“It must be difficult. To speak five languages 
fluently is a feat to be sure. But to be fluently 
silent in five languages! That, Mere Chablis, is 
indeed a miracle !” 

Guilelessly the sparkling eyes watched his face. 
The woman smiled. She knew her friend, and she 
knew whereof she spoke. She was not lost to 
humor’s sense, and indeed her appreciation of her 
own futile childishness had saved the day for her 
more times than she could count. 

“The miracle in our house is not a thing un- 
known. As to that I would speak later with your 
Eminence. But to return to Lionceau; the art of 
adding and subtracting he learned through the 
moneys- that must pass from his hands to mine. 
When he was a little child of perhaps eight to 
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ten, I used to catch him playing with gamins on 
the street. I often had to beat him well for doing 
it. In those days he had the art of subtraction 
'down to a fine point, mais fin, Monseigneur! 
And now, if it please your Eminence, it is of 
the Bourse he speaks, and multiplication. He tells 
me he must put aside for his marriage. However, 
he is young. Lionceau’s politeness I have not had 
to teach him. Poll, au bout des ongles. He is born 
gentle. Niceness is bone of his bone, flesh of his 
flesh. He could no more hurt anyone with a cut- 
ting word or an unkind act than could Mon- 
seigneur himself. My Lionceau is born a gentle- 
man. Indeed, no human creature could he hurt, 
bird, or beast. Therefore, silence, tact, arithmetic, 
politeness that comes from the heart, what more 
noble equipment could he have for the honorable 
post France will be certain to confer on him?” 
She shrugged her shoulders. “The name, Lion- 
ceau de Chablis — would not be a bad one, hein?” 
She fixed him with an eye. A questioning wrinkle 
came between the old prelate’s eyes. “ De Cha- 
blis?” 

“Mais out. Monseigneur. And why not? S’il 
n’est pas le fils de Chablis qui est-ilf Lionceau, 
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son of Chablis. It is I who am Chablis. It reads 
well?” 

Again the Cardinal smiled and smiled. “You 
should have been at the head of a training school 
for the sons and daughters of noble emigres. 
Indeed you should.” At which she reared her 
ragged head and tossed it. 

“They are the sons of a line of nobles, ces 
mitres. I manage with a difference.” 

“And Lionceau? Is he too the son of a noble?” 
With that the woman suddenly made a sign of 
the cross, her face whitened. She did not answer. 
Very gently the Cardinal asked her: 

“Do you know who he is, Antoinette Chablis ?” 

Ingenuously she sought to divert him. “Re- 
gar dez, Eminence. Le soleil! II brille comme les 
yeux de mes enfantsl” 

But the unfathomable eyes, somehow like sanc- 
tuary lamps, shone to reveal. They would not be 
in any way extinguished. 

“Do you know who he is, Antoinette Chablis?” 
She had risen with a bunch of wmguets in her 
hand. She looked at them, and tried to arrange 
them once again. Her hand trembled, her lips 
trembled. There was a tear trembling on lids 



310 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

unused to weeping. “Yes, Monseigneur.” The 
voice was very low. “I know who he is.” 

“Tell me, my child.” 

“I have never told anyone.” 

“You do not trust the Cardinal?” 

“I think I trust the Cardinal more than my- 
self, for I have never dared allow even one of my 
children to sleep in my room. I am afraid I might 
reveal it in my sleep.” 

At that, the Prince of the Church grew very 
serious. “It must be a secret indeed,” he said. 
“Mere Chablis, you must obey the Church. The 
wind has risen and is cold. Le bon Pere Patrice 
keeps a fire of briquettes in his study. It is to see 
him that I came. Your dress is wet — but wet! 
And your hat! You will come with me to the 
presbytire and Pere Patrice will give you a glass 
of wine to warm you. The open fire will dry your 
clothing. And there, with neither prying eyes nor 
ears, you will tell me what in conscience you are 
at liberty to tell about your Lionceau.” 

When he stooped to the very lowest step and 
picked up her leaf-lined basket, she protested with 
all her feeble might. 

“No, no. Eminence. It is I who will pick it up 
and jcarry it. If it had been on the third step. 
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Monseigneur, or the fourth, or even the second, 
the Cardinal-Archbishop would not have to 
stoop so low. But as close to the ground as the 
first step — non, non, non — it is not done.” But 
the old man only smiled as he straightened the 
back so used to sitting like a ramrod in the 
thrones provided for a Cardinal. 

“You think I cannot stoop to the first step? 
There was One I try to follow, Whom the earth 
embraced as He fell upon it. What am I, mere 
man, not to do a simple courtesy to a lady of my 
acquaintance?. You make too much of nothing, 
my dear Mere Chablis.” 

“Eh bien, mon Cardinal, if you will pick it up, 
at least you will permit me to carry it ? After all, 
it is my own basket.” 

Her face was flushed with mingled pleasure, 
distress and humility. The Cardinal read them 
all there. 

“Ecoute, mon amie. He carried His little bas- 
ket, a Boy, like your Lionceau. He carried in it 
bits of wood, nails, carpenter’s tools. Who knows 
but that in the strange way things have of losing 
themselves in one place and finding themselves 
in another. He may not have one day carried in 
His basket the very nails that were to nail Him 
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to other wood? He carried on His shoulders the 
burden of our sins." 

She looked up at him, marveling. “Did He 
carry the crimes of the Soviet government ?” 

“Yes. All that. And you rebel because it is my 
privilege to carry a beautiful basket of sweet- 
smelling lilies of the valley! Fie, Mere Chablis! 
You may have your school of diplomacy, but 
you underestimate Relativity. You must not be 
shocked nor think your bishop irreverent. I do 
not doubt that the angels have their jokes and 
that sometimes all of Heaven chimes together the 
trembling joybell — laughter of a carillon/' 



CHAPTER XVII 

“From the choirs of Seraphim, spin for him a perfect soul, 
Symmetry and strength of limb, beauty’s crown and 
aureole.” 

Lady Wentworth 

“Now leave us, Pere Patrice. We have the affairs 
of nations to discuss, Mere Chablis and I. And if 
I mistake not, we may call on your good graces, 
Father, perhaps — perhaps — to help us in the un- 
winding of a problem.” 

The cure of the Madeleine was much amused 
at sight of the incongruous couple comfortably 
seated in a room that would have stifled an Eng- 
lishman, each with a little table on which were 
set out wine, hot coffee and certain little patis- 
series for which the cook of the Madeleine cure 
was deservedly famous. And to the Cardinal 
Archbishop it had its amusing side. The good 
priest in charge of the most important parish in 
all Paris, who spoiled all who came within speak- 
ing distance of the Church, whether abbe, bishop, 
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friendly citizen, tourist, beggar or prince, was 
known to carry his personal abstemiousness into 
austerity. 

“C’est tout, Eminence ?” 

“C’est tout, mon pere.” 

“I will be in the library if you want me/’ 

" Merci , mon fils " The door closed. 

“And now, Mere Chablis. We are quite alone, 
there is no danger.” 

She looked stealthily all about. The Cardinal 
smiled. “There are no curtains. The one door 
opens into the library of the cure. There are 
neither telephone, dictaphone, nor radio. Pro- 
ceed.” 

Shaking a little, more from nervousness than 
cold, Mere Chablis began. “You see. Monsei- 
gneur, this thing I try to do — it is not charity. It 
is — ” and she dropped her voice to a sepulchral 
tone and spoke with the manner of a Duse. “It is 
blood service.” 

“A sanguinary tendency is to be controlled, 
my friend. What exactly do you mean by ‘blood 
service’? Ugh!” The Cardinal shuddered and 
took a sip of pale Sauterne. He was grateful to 
Pere Patrice for not having given them Chateau 
La Rose. 
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Mere Chablis’ lips trembled. “Le Cardinal se 
moque de moi At which the kind-hearted bishop 
shook his head and answered, “Oh, my daughter, 
the little badinage I permit myself with my 
friends is only because I feel we have so much in 
common that we may well laugh together at each 
other. If I were to tell you of my many peculiari- 
ties, you would laugh till you cried. No, no. I do 
not make fun of those whom I respect and rever- 
ence, no indeed. Those whom I reverence as I do 
you, you good mother of a hundred children.” 

“A thousand so far, Monseigneur,” she meekly 
retorted. 

“Who, indeed, could have given more to 
France ! If you were an American, my friend, the 
honorable President would undoubtedly have had 
that enigma known as Congress present you 
with a medal.” He put the tips of his fingers to- 
gether and pondered. “A medal carries with it so 
much more eclat than money. The money would 
naturally disappear into meat and bread, whereas 
a medal ! One can exhibit it with pride. If more 
women had families of a thousand children, it 
would be another reasonable cause for raising 
taxes. Alas for that. Mere Chablis, you are 
unique, and the poor rich peoples of the world 



316 silver trumpets calling 

must bear without another levying! Tell me, my 
child. You have much to teach, and I — I have 
very much to learn.” 

She had finished her glass of wine, and put up 
a hand in protest when he would have poured 
another. The coffee she drank avidly, two cups in 
succession, and she swallowed six patisseries as 
though they were ambrosia. Then she sat for- 
ward, alert. 

“Your Eminence has known me as the flower 
woman of the Madeleine, and so I am. With the 
sale of my muguets, with the charity of those 
who are married, of those who carry the dead, 
with the pity of the rich who pass by, and the 
poor who are all sympathy, I manage to give food 
and drink to my brood on the Rue de Grenelle. 
As I told you, Eminence, I have had a thousand 
children since the beginning.” 

“Since the October of 1917?” 

“Since then. The day of the Revolution. They 
were brought me by the score in the beginning. 
It was then I undertook the opening of the loges 
in the Comedie Frangaise by night as well as the 
sale of flowers by day. But — the point of the 
whole thing — the ‘blood service’ as I call it, has 
a raison d’etre. I might have been satisfied with 
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the caring of the thousand children. I must have 
three thousand.” 

“Mais — Chablis ! Your laurels have blossomed. 
Why not rest on them ?” 

“Does the name Antoinette Chablis say noth- 
ing to the Cardinal but an old woman who haunts 
both church and playhouse?” 

“I am afraid — I cannot recall ” 

“Non, Monseigneur. Why should it? But I will 
tell you. In the room we dignify as salon in the 
house of the Rue de Grenelle, over the mantel- 
shelf, there is a vitrine. It is made of bronze gilt 
and its home was once Versailles. Inside the 
vitrine is a bonnet rouge. There are three thou- 
sand registered stitches in that red cap. Each 
stitch represents the head of an aristocrat that 
fell beneath the guillotine during the French 
Revolution. One stitch is caught with gold. That 
was the Queen’s. And one with silver to mark the 
death of Louis.” 

The Cardinal was all attention now. The light 
was breaking. 

“I was brought up as a child to look at it, to 
take pride in it, to remember that it was my own 
great-great-grandmother Noemie Chablis who 
with other ‘tricoteuses’ sat beneath the wood of 
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‘Madame Guillotine’ and knitted heads into their 
baskets. Antoinette Chablis was taught to believe 
that the greatest aristocracy of France was the 
aristocracy of the guillotine.” 

“And so it was, my poor friend, and so it was. 
But not in the sense you were taught.” 

“I learned that as I grew to be a woman. I was 
no fool, Monseigneur. I learned that kindness and 
gentleness were almost synonyms with gentle 
birth. Others who were guillotine aristocrats 
seized power and abused it. They were cruel. And 
how could they understand? Unless gentleness is 
born in one, it is not. That is all there is about 
it.” 

“There is self-control. Do not forget that.” 

“I do not forget it, Monseigneur, but I think 
of the saints, the Queen, Madame Elizabeth, and 
many of the others, who went silent, or smiling, 
or singing to their death. They were not afraid 
because they were in the right. They had been 
confessed. Their souls were ready. If death were 
to be swift — so would their entrance into Para- 
dise be swift. Non , non. They were not afraid. 
But- .the others ! Mon Dieu! They who had mur- 
dered, they who had not made their souls clean. 
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they who had scoffed at the priests who came to 
help them. Were they afraid? I am by nature a 
coward, Monseigneur, because I come of the 
scum that put aristocracy to death. I do not pro- 
pose ever to be afraid. And I do not propose to 
wear that bonnet rouge. Let the Soviet govern- 
ment wear it! Listen to their shrieks and cries 
when they come to pay for what they do !” 

“Cahne toi, mon amie. Calme toi. Tell your 
story quietly. You are speaking to an old man, a 
priest, one who could never envisage Russia with 
a sword. We are not responsible for the Revolu- 
tion there. Speak gently. I will understand.” 

“It is this then. Red bonnets and blood are kin. 
You will grant that, Monseigneur.” 

“I know.” 

“So. I keep that bonnet rouge to remind me of 
a vow I made when I first heard that on the 
eighteenth of March, the day of the Paris Com- 
mune is held in the U. S. S. R. The thought that 
the evil anniversaries of my beloved France are 
used as an example to stimulate the wickedness 
of the Soviet government filled me with rage. 
Before that bonnet and on my knees I vowed that 
I would follow the Mosaic law.” 
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“Mais, ma fille, c’est impossible ! You must not 
forget that you are a Christian ! What have the 
eyes or the teeth of Soviet Russia to do with us?” 

“Not their eyes or their teeth, Eminence, but 
their heads !” 

“I begin to be afraid to venture into the Rue 
de Grenelle! What horrors shall I find there?” 

“This, Monseigneur. It is my vow in memory 
of my murderous great-great-grandmother, to 
my country, to my God. For every head of man, 
woman, child stitched into that red cap, I shall 
restore to France a head. For every aristocrat 
murdered under Madame la Guillotine, I shall 
restore to France an aristocrat whose soul would 
have been murdered by the Soviet thieves of 
things religious. So I am what in the language of 
the Apaches is called ‘a fence.’ For stolen goods I 
keep a house.” 

“And Lionceau is one of the goods so stolen?” 

“Lionceau was brought me in the very begin- 
ning. He is Mikail de Kasatkin, prince, and 
closely related to the house of Romanoff. He was 
my first. There were two of them. Lionceau and 
a younger sister. The boy was six when he came. 
The governess somehow smuggled him out by 
way of Siberia. It was only that the child was 
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young and of good constitution that he lived. 
The governess died the day after they reached 
Paris. The other child was probably among the 
first seven million, the abandoned ones. She may 
be dead. None of us know.” 

“Why did you never tell me, Mere Chablis? I 
would have helped again as I help from time to 
time. I have grown fond of your Lionceau.” 

“Thank you for calling him that, Mon- 
seigneur.” 

“Where did you get his name ?” 

It might have been hard for a woman like 
Mere Chablis to blush. But she did blush. The 
face grew young again under the rosy flush and 
the old man saw how in its youth it might not 
have been uncomely. 

“I once loved a Lionceau,” she said. 

“Yes? And why did you not bring him to me 
that I might have made you Madame Lionceau?” 

“I think because I was a fanatic.” 

“Did he love you ?” 

“He loved me so that — he went off to the 
Foreign Legion, Monseigneur.” 

“Did he ask you to marry him?” 

“Oh, out. He asked me many times.” 

“And you refused ?” 
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“Oh, oui.” 

“And yet — you loved him?” 

At that the eyes raised to the Cardinal’s were 
no longer old and red. They were young and 
brown and filled with light that seemed somehow 
made of dreams. “I loved him too much to cause 
him any sorrow.” 

“What sorrow, child?” 

She drew herself up and lifted her chin. 
“There might have been a reversion to type. No 
son of my Lionceau’s should be, through me, a 
true descendant of a revo lutionnaire. Never, 
mon Cardinal. Rather than hand down to poster- 
ity so sanguinary a relic of the wickedest time in 
France I would do without love.” 

The old Archbishop’s eyes were full of pity 
and his answer was very gentle, “And let love 
do without you.” 

“And I let love go without me. You see, Em- 
inence, my house on the Rue de Grenelle is the 
proof of my vow, and a monument to Sacrifice. 
Its walls can register more sacrifices than one.” 

“What — became of him?” 

“Of my own Lionceau? He died for France. 
It was almost in the first year. News was brought 
me by one who had lived and fought with him. 
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He died in the defense of the honor of France. 
I had a message from him, brought me by the 
man who told me he was dead.” 

Like a child repeating a lesson she has learned 
at school, so Mere Chablis repeated the words she 
had by heart: “ ‘Tell Antoinette if I had lived it 
would have been for her. It was she who sent me 
to my death, not realizing it. But, as she did it for 
love and sacrifice, I am glad to die for sacrifice 
of her love. Since she sent me from her for a 
noble Cause, the Cause for which I die is noble. 
Ask her, if she ever marries and has a son, to call 
him Lionceau. In this way, daily repeating the 
name, she will not forget the other Lionceau. 
And tell her I am dying not afraid. Tell her there 
has never been anyone for me but Antoinette 
Chablis. Since I cannot live on earth with her, it 
is better for me to live where I can see her 
always.’ I have it written down, every word. It 
is the one lesson I ever got by heart. When little 
Lionceau came my whole soul went out to him. 
I said to myself: ‘If my Lionceau had had a 
child, it would have been like this one.’ And so I 
took him for my own. I had to confess a great 
wickedness; I was glad when his governess died 
because there was no one left to claim the boy.” 



324 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

“Are you certain no one ever will?” 

“It is many years and no one has. He was five 
when his mother and father were assassinated. 
Then he went through a year of such privation 
and agony, before he came to me, that I think he 
lost his memory, or a part of it. I do all in my 
power to keep him forgetting the suffering, but 
the stories told by the emigres are terrible. I am 
afraid some day he may connect them with his 
presence in my house.” 

“They say girls have better memories than 
boys. They never forget their earliest impres- 
sions. Has he ever spoken of his sisters ?” 

“Non. Pas ca. Nor of his half-brother.” 

“He has asked no questions ?” 

“Non, Eminence. I think he believes me when 
I tell him he is my son.” 

“Do you suppose he never doubts? Your tell- 
ing him that might create a doubt.” 

“He is the only one among them all who bears 
the name, Chablis.” 

“You are Madame Chablis.” 

“Yes, Eminence. When my own Lionceau died, 
I put on crepe. I was a widow, you see, and took 
the name Madame. I moved far from my old 
quartier up on the hill of Montmartre, down to 
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a little house on Rue de Grenelle. The little house 
grew into three houses in a row. I had doors cut 
in the walls. I needed a big place for my big 
family.” 

“How did you pay for it ? It must have cost a 
great deal of money.” 

Mere Chablis ? eyes were not devoid of twinkle. 
She bobbed her head like a Chinese mandarin. “I 
paid for it. Does your Eminence remember the 
story of the man without any legs who used to 
pull a pitiful face along the Boulevards, holding 
out his hat and catching pennies?” 

“The man who was found at his death in a 
beautiful house on Avenue Kleber and had hid- 
den several million francs in the bed?” 

“Yes, Monseigneur. Well, it is not as bad as 
that with Mere Chablis. She is wiser than to hide 
her francs in any bed. But — across the Seine in 
the center of a big Boulevard I shall not name 
for fear the Eminence may commit the sin of 
curiosity and go to see, there is a flower-shop 
known as La Couronne Rose. Does the Cardinal 
begin to see?” 

“Perhaps. Tell me.’ ! 

“At Saint Cloud, there is also a little flower 
farm. My gardeners are at home there. They 
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receive from the sale of flowers a small percent- 
age of their own. They have a roof, and good 
food. It is a farm. It provides a place for certain 
young nobles who might otherwise have had no- 
where to go. It provides flowers for La Couronne 
Rose. It paid for the home on Rue de Grenelle. 
Now does your Eminence see?” 

“Clearly. Tell me, Mere Chablis. It must have 
had a beginning, this flower market?” 

“Mais oui! Pourquoi pas? It began with the 
wild muguets of the Chemin de Rambouillet. Per- 
haps it is superstition, perhaps that thing called 
force of habit whatever it is, once I start an 
ouvrage in a certain way, so must I continue to 
do it. And — ma fois! La Chablis enjoys it! Work? 
I make working a holiday for my children and 
teach them to loVfe it. I have two wagons. I make 
a picnic. One of the wagons I fill with young 
emigres. Yes. I fill my wagon with these children 
who have breathed the sins of the Soviet in their 
mixed ‘Academies’ and vile ‘children’s col- 
onies.’ The youngest among them have told me 
tales of a degeneracy encouraged among them to 
such an extent that if my poor hair were not 
already gray it would have turned snow white. 
In our forests that beget such flowers as my 
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muguets their little hearts expand to the good 
God Whom I have taught them to know. They 
were made to suffer by those who said there was 
no God. They connect suffering with lack of re- 
ligion. They connect religion with kindness, and 
warmth and food, and the life of their Brother, 
Lord Jesus, Who died that they might live. Oh ! 
Faith becomes a living reality to those poor chil- 
dren tortured by atheists and agents of Anti- 
christ! They know that only the ‘clean of heart 
shall see God. ? So they keep their thoughts and 
words carefully, after a while.” 

“My child, you do more to save them, body and 
soul, than many a modern woman of the world.” 

“That is their responsibility. Monseigneur. 
This is mine. It is these children who- started my 
shop with the forest flowers. I often think, in 
early springtime, our Lady must walk the forests 
and bless the lilies that are her coat-of-arms. One 
of a million of her gentle miracles ! I have noticed 
that where our Lady, the Immaculate One, takes 
a hand in certain definite business, answer to an 
Ave Maria, she somehow always leaves a sign 
to show that the Mother of God has passed that 
way. I have had experience in all my years, mon 
Cardinal.” 
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“You have indeed. If we begin to speak of her, 
the ‘Mystical Rose,’ the ‘Lily of Israel’ we will 
never cease. Now we must go. Your basket still 
contains the fruit of your children’s labors, the 
fragrant symbol of that eager ‘Fiat Voluntas 
Tua / A little commingling of earth and Heaven, 
a little visible demonstration of the union known 
as Communion of Saints. If there were more 
understanding among the children of earth of the 
constant exchange between their generosities and 
the gifts of Heaven, the world would not be long 
in learning that true brotherhood begins, con- 
tinues, ends, in the Fatherhood of our common 
Father, the love between man and the Mother of 
God and man.” 

There was silence for a long while. The Car- 
dinal-Archbishop rose. The story was told, the 
informal audience at an end. Mere Chablis, warm 
and comfortable, gathered up her basket and 
made ready to go. 

“It has been a trying day for you, my child. 
You will take my car. Drive to your house on the 
Rue de Grenelle. Then send it back to me. I have 
several things to discuss with Pere Patrice.” The 
flower woman knelt to kiss the ring. Again the 
dexterous twist of the wrist. “Tiens — I will bless 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 329 

you instead,” said the old priest. When he had 
blessed her he helped her to rise. 

“Oh, Mere Chablis. One more word. It may — 
it just may interest you. My cathedral, as you 
know, is very big. We are known for the beauty 
of our altars. People come sometimes especially 
on feast days to see the glory of God’s gardens 
there. It cost somewhat of a penny to the Car- 
dinal when the people are hard pressed. He never 
allows such flowers to be paid for by any save 
himself from his own purse. We searched Paris 
from end to end for the best and at the same time 
the cheapest. We found a shop — a beautiful 
shop ” 

The woman bridled. What did she care where 
such quantities of flowers were bought? Even 
his Eminence could not arouse her professional 
jealousy when it came to la marchandise des 
fleurs. 

“I think it the most beautiful shop in all Paris. 
I never knew to whom it belonged — I never 
asked whose taste it was that set the windows 
singing in their colors like the song of Paradise. 
But the shop is well named for all that. It is called 
La Couronne Rose.” 



CHAPTER XVIII 


“Lord, turn us from our self -wrought ill. 

And set us bravely to fulfill 
Thy will alone.” 

John Oxenham 

[The windows of a quiet little hostel in Paris, on the 
Rive Gauche, laughed for joy! It is all very well 
for the unseeing to believe that brick and mortar* 
glass and stone are unsentient creatures void of 
romance. Perhaps they are. But once let nec- 
romancy enter in, once give them over to the 
witchery of love, sacrifice, separation that ends 
in reunion, see how the perceptive things will 
sparkle and glister like white flame. It was not 
every day that from behind their crystal clear- 
ness such eyes looked out as those of Johanna re- 
cently become the wife of her life’s love. 

To Nikolai and Hansi the stillness of Rue de 
TUniversite was replete with magic, the song 
of an occasional flower girl, or beggar musician 
an expression of utmost harmony. 

“Do you like it, Hansi ? Do you like this quaint 
house ?" 
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“Do I like it?” 

She looked about her at the room in which 
they were to live. “Oh, how we are going to love 
it!” 

She already loved its blue hangings, quaint 
lusters, old perfect bits of marble and its silver 
candlesticks. An ancient silver benitier hung 
over an Empire bed set like a couch against the 
wall. The little font was filled with holy water 
to-day, just as for years it had been filled with 
holy water when it was part of a private oratory 
that had known the anguished prayer of mar- 
tyred kings. On a console table there was a time- 
worn statue of our Lady, porcelain, with little 
scattered gold flowers on her mantle. In some 
spots the years had worn them off. 

Hansi stretched herself out on a chaise-longue, 
and sighed with contentment. 

Nikolai stood by the mantelshelf looking down 
to the flame of a fire that by some miracle burned 
coal and not briquettes. The day was warm 
enough, but the shade of the narrow street kept 
the houses chill. 

“Do you know anything about it? Has it a 
story?” 

“Rather a nice story. It’s a fairly old house. 
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I think about the end of the eighteenth century. 
I got its recent history from an old friend of 
mine, a man who had a great house on Boulevard 
Saint Germain before the war. After the Armis- 
tice he was left destitute and with a wife and 
son to support.” 

“Could he work at anything ?” 

“Not much. The few amateur talents he had 
were of no use to anyone. He tried to paint a 
little, to give drawing lessons, to sing— he had 
a nice voice but not sufficiently trained to be of 
real value. A year after the signing of the Treaty 
his wife died. There was no money for a nurse, 
for servants, for food. He got a few orders to 
paint the portraits of famous war generals, noth- 
ing of much merit since his pictures were copied 
into prints and some of them sold as post cards. 
At least the few francs he earned kept a roof 
over his head and paid for food for the child. 

“The poor soul worshiped his wife and 
thought he might be able to paint a portrait of 
her from memory. Since he had nothing of value 
to leave his son, he could at least give him an 
ideal — to keep the boy as she would have wanted 
him. The sight of his mother might be a protec- 
tion — 
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“The night he began his picture a young Amer- 
ican living in Paris came to the studio. They 
became acquaintances, then friends. The older 
man who saw in every youth he met a likeness of 
his own child grown older, took an interest in 
the boy, knowing nothing about him except that 
he too seemed lonely, and that he had a great 
talent for drawing. After a while they both 
worked regularly and at about the same hours. 
One night my old friend who dreamed his dreams 
like the rest of us said, Tve often thought that 
if I had a small hotel I could make it pay. I 
would fill it with gentle people and ask them 
moderate prices. I would give them the best 
bourgeois food, good service and nice surround- 
ings.’ 

“ ‘I suppose you have something left from the 
old house?’ I asked him. It appeared that he had 
put his linen and the silver his wife had brought 
him in the safekeeping of an old woman who 
had been his mother’s housekeeper. These he 
wanted for the boy. There was nothing else. The 
young American told him it sounded like a prac- 
tical thing, but the next night he did not appear, 
nor the second night. My friend had no idea 
where he lived or he would have gone to see if 
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anything was wrong. The third night the Amer- 
ican came back jubilant. He told him he had not 
wanted to return till he could tell him everything 
was settled. He had found just the hotel for him 
and bought it. Unfortunately it was poorly 
equipped, and my friend would have to wait until 
some alterations could be made which would in 
no way interfere with its quaint charm but 
would make it more comfortable and more mod- 
ern. Whereupon he put in eighteen American 
bathrooms and in six months turned it over as 
you see it to-day!” 

“Niko — you’re joking. Such things don’t hap- 
pen out of fairyland.” 

“I’ll swear to you this one did. And in order 
to help the older man pay off his debt the young 
artist himself rented one of the apartments and 
came to live in it.” 

“And was the debt ever paid back?” 

“Every sou. With interest. The beauty of it 
all is that the young American has run off to 
Eng land for a month or two and has allowed 
the proprietaire to let his little apartment. And 
this is it.” 

“What a sweet story. How little credit one 
gives to young people living alone in Paris ! And 
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yet I suppose beautiful things like that are done 
every day.” 

Again Nikolai Vladimir laughed. “You are 
a dear goose, Hansi, and will never grow up, for 
people of that type are rare enough, and — the 
eighteen bathrooms — could only have come out 
of a — plutocratic America.” 

“Or — Czarist Russia. They've taken all the 
fortunes away and the poor can’t help the poor, 
for they are all poor.” 

“That is where they make their great mistake. 
The State is like a bulging Buddha, absorbing 
what should naturally belong to the people. Some 
day it will burst — and then, the natural course 
of things with wisdom will resume a normal way. 
But Buddha must die, that God may live.” 

“Karsky Maximov is typical of what a Soviet 
agent should be, Niko, he is so full of hate.” 

“Hatred must die, Hansi. And we must for- 
get.” He knelt beside her then. “Do you know, 
I’d like to be a thousand voices, that I could 
thank God with every breath a thousand times. 
What are we going to do about it?” 

Her eyes fell on the little statue of our Lady. 
“She helped us, Niko. Without her we would 
never have escaped. Look.” 
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She unbound a long slender golden chain from 
about her neck. It held a small ikon, silver and 
gold overlaying a small miniature of Mary. 

“Bozhia Mater. Madre di Dio. Mother of God. 
You wore her ikon and prayed. For me, I made 
novena after novena. How shall we express our 
thanks ?” 

She smiled into his eyes. “What is your fa- 
vorite church in Paris, Niko?” 

“Saint Sulpice,” he answered. “What is 
yours?” 

She did not hesitate. “Saint Roch. The Lady 
Chapel is the place I love best there, the Bernini 
group over the altar. The quiet and the peace of 
it. I always buy the longest candle the woman has 
in her booth, and refuse to let her light it for me, 
but take it myself to the stand at the left, and 
light it for you. It burns for three whole days, it 
is so big, and every flicker means you — and God 
be with you.” 

“Listen to me, Hansi. We’ve got to make 
proper thanks for what’s happened to you and 
me. And we’ll do it in our own way, you at Saint 
Roch, I at Saint Sulpice. Will you?” 

So they arranged to meet afterwards at the 
Madeleine and have the long walk home to- 
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gether. When Hansi turned to the right on Rue 
de Baume, Nikolai went left on Rue de Bac till 
he reached Rue de Grenelle, little dreaming what 
that street and a group of houses there were 
to mean for both of them. He passed the little 
Carrefour de la Croix Rouge to find himself at 
last in the open square of Saint Sulpice. Without 
looking to right or left he went straight through 
the portico and to our Lady’s altar where he fell 
on his knees. In some ways Nikolai was even 
more direct than childlike Hansi. He had come 
home to thank his mother for her gracious kind- 
ness. It was all so simple. What more could she 
have done for any child of hers? “Out of the 
land of Egypt and out of the house of bondage !” 
She was the fiery pillar and the star of Bethle- 
hem, she was manna in the desert, and water 
from the rock, she was all her litany and she 
was the mother of God. 

What could he say? “I thank you, our Lady.” 
Somehow it did not seem enough. “I thank you 
very much,” he added. Then, “I wonder if you 
know I “am really grateful? What I say seems to 
me so inadequate. Just words. But it’s more than 
that. Much more. Do you hear me ? Do you really 
hear me ?” She seemed so close to him, as if she 
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had taken her stand beside the tabernacle where 
her Son remained imprisoned all over the world. 
Then he went on, “I want to know you accept my 
th ank s. I am going to be very bold. I am going 
to ask you for a sign I can’t possibly mistake.” 
Then he stopped and thought over his boldness. 
He did not mean to be rude. The last thing in 
the world he wanted to be was presumptuous. 
He simply longed to be certain whether the 
thankfulness that filled his heart had reached 
Heaven or not. 

“I am going to have the audacity to say what 
I would like for a sign,” he went on. ‘‘Listen, 
our Lady, please. Before six o’clock this after- 
noon, let me do a definite kindness to a stranger 
for the sake of your Son.” 

He had to smile at the suggestion that so in- 
significant a creature could make even a char- 
itable bargain with the Mother of the Creator, 
with the crowned Queen of Heaven. Of course he 
understood that only the very great can under- 
stand the very small enough to stoop down and 
lift them up. And in the thought lay a measure 
of assurance. He who had been reared in courts 
knew the way of kings. 
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His prayer ended, he went his way quite con- 
fident that if Queen Mary of Heaven had ac- 
cepted his thanks she would give him the sign 
he asked. There was nothing to be anxious about. 
The answer would come, or would not come, as 
she elected. In one of the windows on Place Saint 
Sulpice he saw a print that appealed to him. 
Hansi would love it. It was a copy of one of the 
altars at Lourdes, the descent of the Holy Spirit 
from the group in the Church of the Rosary. 

“Cinq francs , Monsieur.” 

Twenty cents was a good deal for him to spend 
on something unnecessary, but to-day the print 
would take the place of a flower or two he al- 
ways brought her. Until he found some work to 
do Niko must be careful. He waited for the pic- 
ture to be wrapped in its roll, put it in his pocket 
and started home by the way he had come. As 
he swung into Rue des Saints Peres, he was 
assailed by a fragrance that suggested all the 
gardens of France. Moscow had no gardens to- 
day — Saint Petersburg of Nicholas was flower- 
ful — men and happy women danced in the 
sunshine there outside the palace gates — “Savior 
of the world, save Russia ” 
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As he reached 4 Rue de l’Universite a shadow 
across the front door sill made him look to see 
what it was. 

“Achetes quelques fleurs. Monsieur?” The 
man who carried a tray of roses, pansies, forget- 
me-nots, lilies and stocks flung by a strap about 
his neck did not look like a beggar. It hurt Niko 
to refuse. 

“I’m awfully sorry,” he answered, looking at 
the threadbare sleeves. “I spent all my money on 
a print.” He felt like apologizing to the man. 
There was something curiously winning about 
him. 

“Oh, that’s all right, sir. I understand. There’s 
something I’d like. It really won’t matter if you 
can’t do it, but — my trousers are pretty well worn 
out, sir. If you have an old pair you could spare ? 
My coat is good and will last some time — but the 
trousers ” 

Suddenly Nikolai remembered. His face shone. 
“Wait!” he cried. “I’ll not give you a pair of 
trousers, I will give you a suit. You are about 
my size and I have a fairly good suit that will 
fit you perfectly.” 

“But, sir — I don’t want you to deprive your- 
self ” 
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“It’s no privation. I have more clothes than I 
need.” Two steps at a time, up to the apartment, 
and down again, his arms full ! What an oppor- 
tunity ! Christ’s garments had been divided 
among the indifferent. For love of Him, for 
reparation to Him, this poor man should be 
decently clad. 

A small serving maid watched him from the 
dining-room door. 

“Tiens, que ces Russes sont enthousiastes !” 
she cried. 

Nikolai thrust the good suit into the man’s 
arms, beaming with pleasure. 

“Here you are.” 

“Thank you, sir.” The very poor express them- 
selves without many words, but sometimes they 
have more than words to give. “God bless you, 
sir. And — will you please accept these ?” He took 
from his tray a sheaf of Madonna lilies. 

Lilies, symbol of Mary immaculate! “Oh, I 
must not,” said Nikolai. “You must sell them.” 
The man shook his head. “They are for you, sir.” 

Why, Nikolai never knew, but as he walked 
up to the apartment, thinking how gracious it 
was on the part of the man, and of the pleasure 
they would give Hansi, he counted them. Nine. 
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Nine months had our Lady borne her Treasure, 
the Savior of the world Who was to save Russia. 
He ran back down the stairs to thank him again. 
There was no doubt in his mind that he was the 
sign for which he had prayed. 

Our Lady let Nikolai know very distinctly 
that she accepted his thanks. The whole incident 
had been so courteous — on both sides. 

“These are our Lady’s flowers , f - said Niko. 
The flower man smiled. 

“Bozhia Mater ” he answered. No one better 
than Nikolai knew the accent of those Russians 
who had been brought up in the University of 
Saint Petersburg. 

Bozhia Mater 1 The Mother of God! 



CHAPTER XIX 


"For that God-given wisdom of the heart 
That sees below and takes the sinner’s part; 

For all that Woman has been, is, may be; 

Heart-thanks and praise, we render. Lord, to Thee.” 

John Oxenham 

When Johanna had poured out her grateful 
heart she did as she said she would, lighting the 
longest candle to be found. “Burn, vigil light,” 
she said, “burn every atom of flame a prayer, 
thanks to our Lord and His Mother for all they 
have done for my Niko and me.” Halfway down 
the nave a little group of every type of person 
had gathered about the Pieta. She knelt with 
them, praying our Lady of Sorrows for her most 
sorrowful land. There would be about an hour 
to spare before Niko was to meet her. She walked 
along Rue Saint Honore looking into tempting 
windows that no longer held for her any tempta- 
tion, and crossed Rue Castiglione at Place Ven- 
dome and through Rue Duphot to the Boulevard. 

When she reached the entrance of the Made- 
343 
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leine she felt as though she walked straight into 
the past. There was bright sunshine now. The 
rain had passed. But the old flower woman of 
the muguets still sat on the lower steps, sorting 
her flowers. It might be the same basket, as in- 
deed it was, but the muguets had long gone 
by. To-day’s flowers were roses, pink and white 
and yellow. 

“Des fleurs, Madame?” 

To-day she could smile into the inquiring face. 
Like Nikolai with his print, Hansi had spent all 
her pennies on the big candle. 

The eyes raised to hers did not waver. Mere 
Chablis never forgot a face. To remember was 
part of her trade. Added to which, the loveliness 
f hat bent to her now was not easily forgotten. 

“My muguets will sleep till spring, Madame. 
They say fragrances are more remindful than 
even color, or sound, unless it’s the sound of a 
voice. Do you remember my muguets?” 

“Why should I remember them?” Hansi asked. 

“Oh, I thought perhaps you would. You often 
used to give me a franc or two when you passed 
me by — in the wicked years, but you never took 
the flowers.” 

“When was that?” 
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“Oh, before the — before — your country 
changed its color — before the forming of the 
S.V.R.” She looked down now, and began to 
make two bouquets into one as though her men- 
tion of the gathering of the greatest group that 
had ever been formed were merely one of the 
commonplaces of the day. 

Instinctively Hansi’s hand went to her throat. 
She felt as if she would faint. Was this woman 
one of the spies? 

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said. On 
guard again. God, would she never be free? Not 
even in her happiness with Niko? She had gone 
through so much that was agony. There had 
been the years of depression, the years when 
every breath was a prayer for deliverance. There 
had been the red-black cloud that lifted her into 
the danger zone, and the swift white cloud that 
had carried her to safety. For a brief space she 
had known what it meant to be free of all 
anxiety. And now, the fear had settled once more 
on her heart. Gathering her strength, she started 
again up the long flight, but Mere Chablis caught 
her by the dress and held her back. 

“Pauvre petite. Do not be afraid. I am only 
Mere Chablis, friend of the emigres. It is my 



346 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

house that is their refuge. Come with me and I 
will show you." But the younger woman drew 
away. She had learned at least the lesson of 
prudence. 

Habit on the part of the older woman kept 
her hands busied with the rosebuds. Occasionally 
someone would toss a franc in her direction and 
take a bunch of flowers. She was herself suffi- 
ciently on guard not to lose the money. Whether it 
lodged in a crack, or rolled off onto one of the 
steps, she managed to save it. 

“How can I reach you, Madame? Here we are, 
you and I. I have waited for you day after day 
since your return to Larue’s. I have even spoken 
of your return to the Cardinal- Archbishop." 

“You? His Eminence?” 

“Mais pourquoi pas? Because like a beggar I 
sit in rags on the doorstep must I be taboo by 
the Prince of the Church? He would be but a 
poor Prince if he spurned any of his people. In- 
deed, one day when it stormed be brought me 
into the presbyt&re and talked to me like a 
brother. Then he sent me home in his own car. 
Do you think that if I were not a proper person 
aiid honest, that the cure of La Madeleine would 
have allowed me the privilege of the church steps 
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for more than twenty years? Par example l” She 
reared her head with pride. That day of storm 
had been put down in the calendar of memory 
for repetition during the few remaining years 
of her life. “Perhaps if I were to tell Madame 
that the young gentleman with whom she used to 
dine at Larue’s in the early days of the war had 
passed me but yesterday and bought a great 
bunch of pansies which he carried away in his 
hands, Madame would no longer be afraid of 

99 

me. 

Hansi’s heart leapt to her throat. “How do you 
know it was he? Where did he go ?” 

Mere Chablis had it in her mind to punish the 
fear she had read in the eyes of Johanna Vladi- 
mir. She did not like to be mistrusted. Natural 
enough, but as her appearance was of no matter 
to her, she never thought of the effect it might 
have on more sensitive people. 

“I could not tell you where he went, but I 
could tell you where he is coming. Oh, Madame, 
I could tell you many things. How I used to sit 
here day after day and watch the petits soldats 
march off to war, and how I would throw my 
flowers to them with a prayer that the bon Dieu 
would bring them back in safety. They caught 
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my flowers in their hands sometimes, and would 
throw me a salute. In the same way I believe the 
prayers were caught in Heaven. After Russia 
went to war along with my France, the fine 
young gentleman did a braver thing than most, 
and does it still.” She was muttering to herself 
when Nikolai came swinging up Rue Royale, 
afraid of missing his rendezvous with Hansi. 

“Niko — she has seen Boris.” 

“Mais oui. Monsieur, and I who have not the 
honor of knowing this one. Parbleu! Not that I 
have not seen him often enough, but he has the 
prudence of his race.” 

“I am Nikolai Vladimir. I work with Boris 
de Kasa tkin . Our interests are identical. How 
man y did he bring in this time?” laughed Nikolai. 

She gave him a sharp glance. “None. It would 
not have been safe at present. There is too much 
gossip about some who have disappeared/’ 

“I see.” 

“It would be better for one as deeply interested 
as Monsieur appears to be, to speak directly to 
him. But not in public.” 

“Rue de Grenelle?” 

“Rue de Grenelle. I will go first. Monsieur may 
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follow. It would not be wise for Madame to be 
seen entering my house.” 

“Nonsense. Where my husband goes I go.” 

Nikolai pulled Johanna’s hand through his 
arm as he said, laughing : 

“Voyes, Madame? ‘Les biens ensemble.’ ” 

“Good. I hoped it would be so. I do not like 
a woman without a spine. I see you have a very 
strong one.” 

They arranged about the meeting. It might be 
difficult to find Boris at once. He intended' to go 
either that day or the next to Versailles where a 
house had been built large enough to shelter a 
number of the Saint Cloud gardeners and others 
who had learned enough to support themselves 
in a simple way. All the younger children re- 
mained at Rue de Grenelle under the care of such 
emigres as were selected for the work by his 
Eminence. He considered it ill-advised to allow 
them to go out to school. Madame la Baronne 
de Bonvouloir, the guardian angel of many tragic 
cases in Paris, had in her own right placed some 
of the girls as they grew older as pensionnaires 
with different orders of religious. Some were at 
the Sacre Coeur, some with the Visitandines 
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both in Paris and Paray-le-Monial, and others 
had been sent across the Channel to London and 
the nuns of the Holy Child. These last were be- 
ing trained in a special way, cooperating with the 
same system in use at their convent in Rome, 
and for the same cause. 

“We shall go in when the bubble bursts,” they 
said. 

It was six o’clock that same afternoon that 
Hansi soiled a new white glove. Whoever pol- 
ished the bell, and it shone with all the brilliance 
that rubbing and pomade could give it, had left a 
particle of pomade just where it would do most 
harm. Hansi held out her hand to Nikolai. “Had 
I known I would never have been so extravagant. 
Am I forgiven?” He took the hand in his. What 
had it not escaped? One of the children opened 
the door. She had been well trained and did noth- 
ing by half measures. The space of the open door 
was wide enough to receive a regiment. Neither 
Hansi nor Nikolai suspected that cleverly hidden 
in the wall, high enough not to be perceived, 
was a small round hole through which anyone 
on the doorstep could be plainly seen. To have 
had such an opening in the door itself would be 
a sign that the house had something to hide. If 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 35I 

the watching eye inside did not approve of who- 
ever wanted to come in, the door remained her- 
metically sealed. There could always be some- 
thing wrong with the bell. With all its vigilance, 
the O.G.P.U. had never yet discovered that in 
a certain unnoticeable section of Paris the nobles 
they had put to death had, secluded, a priceless 
heritage to their country, precious legacy to a 
strong and virile Christianity. That the agony, 
suspense, danger, to which the rescuers had 
vowed themselves to do it, might not be in vain, 
the little old woman, unconsidered, ragged, hum- 
ble among the humblest, had consecrated her 
whole existence. 

“You are looking for Mere Chablis?” 

“Yes. The name is Vladimir.” 

The child smiled. “I know. Please come in. 
She expects you. She is in the salon of the bonnet 
rouge.” 

“It sounds — extremely elegant,” smiled Niko- 
lai. “Will you lead the way?” 

“Mais certainnement.” The child took Hansi’s 
hand in hers, and looked at the soiled glove. 
“Oh, what a pity! It was Andrey Efim at the 
bell. The boys take turns polishing. Mere Cha- 
blis will be very angry.” 
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“Nonsense. You must say nothing about it. I 
will clean it at home.” 

The child’s face brightened. “The dumb one will 
clean it while you talk to Mere. The dumb one 
does all the sitting-down things.” 

“Sitting-down things ?” Hansi asked, laughing. 

“Yes. She came on the last airship, out Siberia 
way. She was too bruised and tired at first to do 
anything but lie in bed. She’s quite an old lady. 
But she cleans and mends and sews for us all. 
She sits in the salon of the bonnet rouge because 
there are comfortable chairs there and sometimes 
lighted briquettes, when Mere Chablis can get 
briquettes.” 

They saw the girl, woman, cripple, whatever 
she was, sitting with her back to the door, bent 
over some sewing. She must have been deaf as 
well as dumb, for she made no sign when they 
came in. 

A glorified Mere Chablis rose to greet them. 
She had been sitting by the window. “I should 
never have known you!” cried Hansi. The dress 
was black silk, the apron was edged with velvet 
ribbon, cap, cuffs, fichu, all complete. 

“Think again, Madame la Princesse. Look at 
me well. Try to recall — before the calamity that 
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changed the face of the world, the hearts of all 
nations. Think back to a time when pleasure was 
happiness, not a debauch. Think back to times 
of freedom. Do you not recall my face ?” 

“I was selfish and unobservant of anything 
that did not concern me or mine. Tell me.’* 

“I have always opened the loges at the Com- 
edie Frangaise. In this same dress, just as I am.” 

Hansi looked more eagerly. “It was you. I do 
remember — vaguely. My brother and I often 
went together at first. It made us forget our 
tragedy for a little while. Was that how you 
knew me? And him?” 

“That was how I knew. He used to give me 
generous pourboires. The Russians of that day 
were generous as they were rich. They loved music 
and the opera. I remember one night that you were 
there, Pavlova had the permission to dance from 
the Opera itself.” 

“I remember! Giselle! And we were not even 
satisfied at the end, and so she came and danced 
the swan! Oh — were you there too?” 

“I helped you with your pretty white coat. 
And I remember saying that the Princess de 
Kasatkin was as fragile as Giselle. I remember 
telling your brother that he must watch you care- 
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fully. Afterwards, he told me, he had watched 
me carefully. And between him and the Cardinal- 
Archbishop and the Baronne de Bonvouloir, I 
have been able to secure my children in their 
flight from the cruel prison that is Soviet Rus- 
sia. But you must come in. Come in and sit 
down. Don’t mind poor, poor dumb-and-deaf . She 
will not even notice that you are in the room.” A 
child pulled at the old woman’s skirt. “What is 
it, Tasha ?” Tasha held up Hansi’s glove. “Deaf- 
and-dumb has the cleaning material with her in 
that basket. Couldn’t she do it? Tiens. That looks 
like pomade from the door. Is it?” She gave a 
sharp look at Hansi who laughed. “That is what 
the child thought. As a matter of fact I believe 
it came from the holy-water stoup at the Made- 
leine.” 

Mere Chablis showed her more or less tooth- 
less gums as she threw back her head and 
laughed. “A good excuse for my lazy children. 
The holy- water font at the Madeleine is pure 
marble and is kept as spotless as the gate of 
Heaven. I’ll not scold the boy. It is Andrey Efim. 
He came in^the last flight with poor deaf-and- 
dumb. Come.” She showed them the bonnet 
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rouge, describing its ghastly history. And she 
told them of her “r emplacements.” It thrilled the 
souls of the two who listened. A noble of Russia 
for every noble whose death was stitched into 
the abomination that hung, gilt-caged, above the 
mantelpiece. Johanna de Kasatkin, interested as 
she was, could hardly bear with patience. At 
last when she could get in a word she asked, “My 
brother — is he coming?” 

“He telephoned. He is on the way. He begs 
you to remain. He said to show you the house 
and children. He begs you to try to make some 
impression on poor deaf-and-dumb. It is almost 
time for the doctor. He comes from the Amer- 
ican Hospital at Neuilly, giving his services once 
a week regularly, and whenever we send for him. 
It is one of America's services to the suffering 
exiles. They have big hearts, Americans.” 

There was a sudden peal at the door. “I shall 
look at his glove,” she said, grinning. She set 
an eye to the wall. “It is Monsieur le docteur. His 
glove too! A third and Andrey will hear from 
me. Will you come and see the children, Princess? 
I will leave your husband with the doctor or 
would he like to visit the house?” 
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“Take them both with you. Let me stay with 
this poor woman. Since she has done me a serv- 
ice, the least I can do would be to sit with her/’ 

There was a little table heaped with stockings 
to be mended and underwear placed beside the 
chair on which sat a woman of about thirty, an 
old thirty. Hair, that should have been tawny 
and well kept, was dull, clipped short and straight 
as though an unskilled hand had tried to drag it 
out with a dull pair of scissors. The skin was 
colorless. There was a wide blue mark above the 
left temple, and another like it where the dress 
fell apart at the throat. On the milk-white column 
of her throat there were obvious finger-marks. 
She had evidently been exposed to over-hot sun, 
to over-frozen winds. The hands were a curious 
anomaly. The fingers, long, well shaped, slender 
as they would naturally be since the woman was 
thin to emaciation, were reddened and rough. 
The palms of the hands were hard as rocks. They 
had used this instrument to breaking point. 

She only looked up when Hansi sat down. Her 
face was as much an anomaly as her hands. It 
was drawn, parched, frozen and lined. There 
seemed to be not one drop of blood under the 
skin. It was so attenuated that its bones stood 
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out, gaunt, rigid. And yet the eyes, clear, bluish 
green, candid, fringed with long black lashes, 
gazed at the visitor with the look of a child who 
wondered what was coming next. They were 
curiously innocent eyes, unlike those of most of 
the children Hansi had seen in this house. Ex- 
cept for them and their expression, she was 
obviously a woman of much suffering. Sorrow, 
no. Questioning, a great deal. As to her affliction, 
it did not seem to bear on what she herself was. 
She was a human being, utterly and completely 
apart from all other human beings. Hansi won- 
dered why she had been allowed to live on in a 
country where the afflicted were a burden easily 
and rigidly disposed of. Perhaps Boris could give 
some light on the subject. 

She took Hansi’s glove in her hand, then tak- 
ing a fragment of cotton-wool from a wide- 
mouthed bottle, saturated it with a clear white 
liquid, and put her own finger into the finger of 
the glove. She rubbed it swiftly, dexterously and 
when the red color had come away, she patted it 
dry and smooth. Then she gave it to Hansi with 
a little triumphant look as though to say, “There ! 
I did it all myself !” It was the first time she had 
raised her eyes to see what manner of person 
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was this woman who cared to come and sit be- 
side her. Most of the people with whom she was 
brought in contact fled as from a plague. Hansi’s 
eyes were filled with tears as well as pity. The 
dumb woman evidently wondered what it was all 
about. She put up one of the poor gnarled hands 
and touched Hansi on the cheek. Then she looked 
again. 

This was a woman from another world. This 
was something with which she had never before 
come in contact. The only people she had seen 
since that mysterious rushing through the 
clouds were the Archangel Raphael who had 
undoubtedly been the beautiful knight in brown 
armor who had borne her through wind and sky 
to where lay peace, after a life of terror and 
hardship, the three young children who had been 
carried with her to safety, a very old man who 
looked like the pictures of priests or saints at 
which she had seen children taught to spit, Mere 
Chablis herself and the older emigres of Rue 
de Grenelle, and Baronne de Bonvouloir who had 
white hair and dressed in the richness of flowing 
black lace and silk. She did not really know what 
silk and lace were. But they somehow were part 
of sleeping dreams where life’s river flowed more 
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gently than the overburdened streams of Siberia. 
This face before her was not altogether un- 
familiar, in that faces of the kind peopled those 
selfsame dreams. She smiled. And the smile 
changed the entire expression of her face. Then 
once more she drifted to the listlessness in which 
Hansi had found her, and the wall about her was 
too high and impregnable to force. A sudden im- 
perative ring. Hansi jumped to her feet, heart 
throbbing in her throat. Again the door was 
flung open, familiar footsteps bounded two at a 
time up the stairs, as though they knew every 
inch of the way — the salon of the bonnet rouge 
had rarely witnessed such a reunion as the re- 
union between Hansi and the brother from 
whom she had been separated by suspense worse 
a thousand times than death. 

The deaf-and-dumb sat transfixed. Saint 
Raphael and the princess ! So much alike — laugh- 
ing, crying, talking, as though all life could never 
be long enough to laugh enough, to weep tears 
enough, to say all that must needs be said! 

It began all over with the entrance of Nikolai 
Vladimir. When a tear from Hansi’s eyes fell on 
his cheek, the afflicted woman once more wanted 
to see what it was. She rose with some difficulty 
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from her chair, looked, wondering, into the face 
of the tall man with clear eyes and fair hair and 
felt for the tear. Then, evidently frightened at her 
own temerity, sat down and hid her face in her 
hands. They could not move her from that posi- 
tion. The doctor came later from his rounds 
and finding her sitting as though frozen to stone, 
took her hands away from her face. She had 
been weeping silently as very old people weep, 
tears steeping back to the heart from which they 
welled. 

“We’ve got to do something about this young 
woman.” Boris said. “Is she hopelessly insane, 
doctor?” 

“I examined her the day you brought her here, 
but could do only a little. She was too exhausted. 
It is the most appalling of all the cases that have 
come out of Russia to this house. There was not 
a sound spot on her body. Hands and thighs 
showed the marks of ropes.” 

“Ropes?” repeated Hansi, her eyes wide with 
horror. 

“Canal boat and river ropes. Her hands are as 
calloused as flint.” 

“Would they work a creature as frail as she?” 

“The Soviet with its Five Year Plan and be- 
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fore has never shown mercy. She would not have 
lived a week if she had not been taken away. Her 
usefulness gone, they would have killed her or 
she would have died of her injuries.” 

“My wife and I will make ourselves responsi- 
ble for her,” Nikolai said. “Do anything, get any- 
thing. We will manage it.” But the American 
shook his head. “Awfully good of you to offer, 
but this is our job. She will come to the hospital. 
We can tell better what is to be done after she 
has been carefully gone over.” He turned to 
Mere Chablis. “I’m going right back. May I take 
her with me?” 

“Let me send Lionceau. She might be fright- 
ened at going alone. He will be glad to go. She 
has practically nothing to take with her.” 

“The hospital will give her whatever she needs. 
Please call the boy.” 

Down from some unknown region, Lionceau 
appeared. Whatever the day brought him was 
something of an adventure. He was usually smil- 
ing in consequence, and carried his head as well 
as his heart well up in the air. 

At sight of him Hansi clutched Nikolai’s arm. 

“That boy — he carries himself like a — a king. 
Who is he?” 
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La Chablis answered at once. Whatever con- 
cerned Lionceau she was certain to overhear. 
“He is Lionceau de Chablis. He is my one son.” 
Without waiting 1 to hear what Vladimir might 
say, she turned to the youth who was overjoyed 
to know he had been selected to accompany the 
afflicted woman to the hospital. 

“I want you to carry the sourde-muette out to 
the doctor’s car. Go with her to Neuilly, and re- 
main until she is quite at peace and a little famil- 
iar with the new surroundings. You must return 
here to-night.” 

(C Bien y ma mere / 9 

Light as a feather he carried her to the wait- 
ing motor. She put her arms around his neck and 
rested her poor head on his breast. And when 
he placed her gently in the seat beside him he 
was careful not to move, for she had fallen fast 
asleep. 



CHAPTER XX 

“To His beloved healing sleep He gives, and unto 
all, awakening from sleep. 

Each day is resurrection — a new birth 
To nearer Heaven, and re-created earth.” 

John Oxenham 

Five people sat waiting in a bare reception room. 
It seemed curious in this special instance that 
any one cared enough to wait at all. What was 
one miserable piece of broken flotsam among 
millions of pieces, all crushed and bleeding and 
unrecognizable ? 

There was, of course, always the sparrow that 
might fall, but the falling sparrow was God’s 
affair, and He was Creator of the Universe. God 
had been driven from the country to which these 
bleeding particles of jetsam belonged. Eden was 
reversed. The avenging angel remained with 
God, leaving the Antichrist in possession of 
what once had been a garden. Antichrist and the 
Soviet discounted a mysterious “twelve legions 
of angels.” God is Patience. Lucifer made his 

363 
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own hell, however it was God Who created it. 
God reigns. 

It was June when the deaf-and-dumb had been 
admitted to the American Hospital. The case 
had been taken over by Doctor Fuller-Lawrence 
and the famous surgeon, M. de Martel. The 
woman who had been rescued from bondage be- 
yond the Siberian border had lain unconscious 
for six weeks. At times she roused sufficiently to 
be fed, but anything like percipience did not 
exist. The doctors agreed it was better to let her 
sleep. De Martel, wizard in his way, advised ab- 
solute and complete tranquillity. He cabled a 
nurse, a well-known expert in America. He had 
sent Lionceau to Havre to meet her ship and 
bring her to Paris. Once at Neuilly, Mary Keefe 
assumed possession of her patient with interest 
an d insight. Conscientious, self-reliant in spite 
of the strange country and unfamiliar language, 
she grasped the situation and held it. Even when 
the night nurse came on, she would not leave the 
room but slept on a day-bed beneath the window. 
As weeks lengthened into a month or more, the 
two women who were fighting for a cause 
greater then either of them realized, became close 
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friends. Together they discovered the great se- 
cret. 

“Please, doctor, don’t let anyone come to see 
her for the present,” Miss Keefe urged. “It could 
not possibly do her any good and might even 
disturb her subconsciousness. She is always un- 
conscious. Mademoiselle Lebeau and I never 
speak aloud in the room. Keep them all away, 
doctor, tell them they can come as much as they 
like when she is well.” 

“When she is well?” The great surgeon 
smiled. “You are certain then?” 

“Of course I am. We both are.” 

“What about the boy who brought her here 
with Doctor Maitland, young Lionceau? He has 
a right to see her. He gave his blood in the trans- 
fusions.” 

“No. He least of all.” 

“Why? She seems to realize it when he is in 
the room.” 

“I know. Psychopathic I call it.” She hesitated. 
“In a way, his being here might help. But are you 
sure he could be trusted with the secret? It would 
spoil everything if he told.” 

Even so great a man in his own world was not 
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without a sense of humor, however certain genius 
is supposed to be beyond it. 

“I believe he is destined for the diplomatic 
service. We’ll put this up to him as a test case, 
and see how silent he can be about something in 
which his heart is so deeply involved.” 

“Then he must come. Please give instructions, 
doctor. I can’t take that responsibility. The poor 
boy calls here every day and pesters the life out 
of the laboratory nurses, offering more blood 
when he hasn’t had time to make up the last 
transfusion.” 

But it very soon became evident that they had 
made no mistake. Lionceau’s presence was like 
a draught of strong wine to the unconscious crea- 
ture. Old Mere Chablis was worried. 

“What is the matter with you, Lionceau? You 
are pale, and then your face is red, but red ! You 
have no heart for anything but that hour at the 
hospital. You watch the clock as a cat watches a 
mouse. I think I will remove it from the wall.” 

“That’s all right, Mere. You take the clock 
away and I’ll count the time by heart-beats. The 
hospital is the best job I’ve done yet and you 
know it. Just to see that drawn face relax when 
I come close to the bed, to feel life throbbing 
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through the pulse of a wrist that was once like 
death, what wonder I watch the hour-hand and 
try to hurry it along ?” 

“Umph! So now you know how to count the 
pulse. I suppose you will be taking temperatures 
next. I train you for the diplomacy, and you 
suddenly swallow a hospital whole and declare 
yourself to be a doctor. You are a strange boy.” 
Then she added abruptly, looking away, “Not in 
the least like your father.” Lionceau glanced 
sharply at her from under a puzzled brow and 
said nothing. But he went on looking at the 
clock. 

In the room where they were waiting, Nikolai, 
impatient, went to the window to look at sum- 
mer outside. The hospital gardens were blush- 
ing and blooming. His entire arrangement for 
the summer had been changed because Hansi 
elected to stay in Paris rather than desert this 
fellow-countrywoman of theirs in whom she had 
taken so extraordinary an interest. Anything 
was better than to let her mind dwell on the 
anguish of past months. When she wondered and 
worried about Ilya and what might have hap- 
pened to her, Nikolai begged her to put all such 
thoughts as far from her as possible. 
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Not a day passed that one or both of them 
did not stop in at one of the many churches in 
Paris, and light a vigil light in her name before 
the Holy of Holies. 

And at last, with news of the landslide, the 
cave-in, the explosion, whatever it was that had 
happened to the mine, Boris brought them what- 
ever there was to know about the valiant woman 
who had literally laid down her life for her 
friends. The midnight shooting in the yard be- 
hind the Commissar’s house had leaked out 
through one of the guardsmen. With all this, 
there had been something else. Danzig and Feo- 
dor. The German doctors had given a pronounce- 
ment that, if allowed an entirely free hand in 
his care, the child would grow to be like other 
children. The disease of the brain was not con- 
genital as they had at first supposed. Nikolai had 
lost no time in sending them a telegram. 

Whatever is possible, at whatever cost. Vladimir. 

Boris was with them now. They had succeeded 
in keeping him in Paris until they were assured 
of the result of the operation on the Russian 


woman. 
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“You know, Niko, that if we allowed ourselves 
the luxury of nerves over the fate of every 
creature I manage to smuggle out above the 
boundary lines, we’d be worse than young Lion- 
ceau. Look at him. He’s gone positively wonky.” 

The boy sat silent, staring at nothing, eyes 
huge, face white as death. He had not touched 
a morsel of food since the day before when word 
came to the Rue de Grenelle that the patient had 
given signs of coming out of her trancelike sleep. 
Would Lionceau please hold himself in readiness 
to come at call ? The doctors and nurses in their 
white uniforms might frighten her. She seemed 
to like to have him about when she was uncon- 
scious. Therefore his presence to her conscious- 
ness might at first be essential. One never could 
tell what the first impression on such an awaken- 
ing might be. Vague memories of a fairy tale 
called the Sleeping Beauty floated through the 
boy’s mind. If anyone in the room moved or 
spoke, he started as though he had been shot. 
Cold perspiration broke out on his forehead. His 
handkerchief was wet and salty. 

Mere Chablis, knowing what she knew, 
watched him uneasily from her chair beside the 
door. She watched Hansi too, afraid of what 
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the younger woman might suspect, afraid lest 
she might never accept. Torn between her pas- 
sionate love for the youth she had brought up as 
her own and the very actual interest she had in 
his one day being accepted for what he was, self 
fought with unselfishness, greed with utter ab- 
negation. While she had Lionceau, she possessed 
a family, no less real to her because such posses- 
sion was fantastic. Apart from him, her life 
would continue to be an oblation such as it was. 
No one could deny that. But the oblation would 
be empty save for the sense she would neither 
have failed her God, nor her vow. Judged by hu- 
man criterion the old woman would have had 
small chance. She was a beggar, a miser, a blot 
on the fair landscape of the city of Paris. At 
present she was less a blot than usual, as she 
had gathered her hair neatly into its black silk 
cap and was clad in her best black dress and 
apron. Judged by the standards of Heaven she 
was in deed and in truth, only a little, a very lit- 
tle, less than the angels. All of which only goes 
to show that worldly comeliness is quite an ab- 
stract thing. Man sees a skin reddened by 
weather, coarsened by labor, bloodshot eyes, 
quivering lips, hair that sags in unsightly wisps. 
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Ugliness. The angels may at the same time be 
gazing in wondering awe on a spirit in the state 
of grace, white, luminous, beautiful and most 
fair. And it is one and the same created being. 
It is all in the power to see, not in the eyes alone. 
At this very moment the dwellers in Heaven 
were watching with keen interest. Even the 
Father who created her smiled at the game of 
Free Will He had put in her withering hands. 
What was she going to do? Would she concede 
the truth and lose her treasure? Or would she 
deceive herself and these others keeping a coun- 
sel that would not only destroy the chances of 
the youth she loved but forever dim the bright- 
ness of her own spirit? Standing closest, her 
guardian angel was breathless. How often must 
the angels and the Father watch, trembling, the 
choice of a will that is free? And then, Mere 
Chablis stood up. If she denied the boy his right 
to take his proper place in the world, she would 
be less than the tricoteuses at the foot of the 
guillotine. True, she would not actually assist at 
a beheadment, but she would kill in him all that 
was finest, if she kept her counsel. And she 
would have failed her oath to the bonnet rouge. 

“Messieurs — Madame ” Lionceau and 
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Hansi looked at her in amazement. Nikolai and 
Boris, struck by the quaver in a voice usually so 
sure of itself, turned from the window to listen. 
But at that moment they heard footsteps hasten- 
ing down the long hall, breaking into a run, then 
sobering to a walk as their owner stopped at the 
door of the waiting room. There was no mistak- 
ing the tone of suppressed excitement. “Will you 
come at once, please?” 

They followed Miss Keefe down the hall and 
to the lift. The night nurse, Mademoiselle Le- 
beau, stood at the door of room number ten. Her 
eyes sparkled and she almost broke into hyster- 
ical laughter. Miss Keefe, better controlled, bet- 
ter trained, more experienced, made no sign. But 
Boris remembered that he heard someone run- 
ning down the concrete corridor. It was the 
largest private room in the hospital. When Amer- 
ica gave, she gave generously. She was also liv- 
ing proof that without a certain amount of definite 
capital, it would be impossible for any country 
to take care of its poor. To the martyrs of a 
fallen empire, her capital meant food and shelter 
and life itself. The State had killed capital, 
starved her citizens, unroofed, and murdered 
them. Hansi went straight to the sick woman’s 
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bed, then she fell back. “Someone has made a mis- 
take. This is the wrong room. It is not the woman 
we came to see.” 

Lionceau threw himself on his knees and took 
the invalid’s hand in his. “This was our secret !” 
he cried. “She came here, broken and old and 
crushed and bruised and useless. Look! They’ve 
made her well ! They fed her and cared for her. 
She’s not an old woman at all. She is young and 
beautiful. I love her. Oh, with all my heart. When 
I am older and have made a little money I am 
going to marry her. See? She even moved her 
lovely head J” 

They came closer now. Her voice low, vibrant 
with feeling, Johanna Vladimir spoke: “There 
was a time when Russia died. She faded and 
drooped and died. And now she is awake again — 
young and lovable and good. Oh, Niko — how this 
girl has typified the resurrection I have seen in 
dreams !” 

She was that to all of them — Russia — saved 
by the grace of God ! In some unf athomable way, 
she was, at the moment, everything to each of 
them who watched the apotheosis of loveliness 
in what had been the depth of misery; to Boris, 
whose heart was in his throat, to Hansi, to Niko- 
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lai — and most of all, to Lionceau who knew him- 
self not to be Lionceau at all. In some vague, in- 
tuitive way, he felt that these were his people, 
Mere Chablis not his mother. He knew that if his 
heart beat wildly now, for fear of what he could 
not tell, it never would have beat like that with 
theirs unless their crown had been his crown, 
their crest, his crest. 

And just then, Hansi, looking at her brother, 
saw that his face was fixed and white, his hands 
trembling, the hands that were so steady in their 
work of martyred mercy. 

“She’s like — oh, Boris — she’s — like — Alexan- 
drovna ” 

Could it be? Could it be? 

The sick girl’s lips parted. She tried to speak— 
once — twice — Mellowed with time to richness — 
the voice so like a ’cello — so like harp-strings in 
the wind 

“Believe in God. Love Him. Serve Him. He is 
Father, Son, Holy Ghost. Love our Lady Mary, 
Mother of our Lord Jesus Christ. Pray to Saint 
Joseph for a happy death. Never to lie. Never to 
steal. Never to be unkind. Never to do or say any- 
thing we would be ashamed of. And always be 
good to the poor. May God bless Fatherkin, 
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Motherkin, Hansi and Boris, bless my Mikail and 
make Iskra a good girl, bless Niko. Amen. Help 
me up.” 

It was Nikolai who lifted her into the arms of 
the sister and brother to whom she had been lost, 
for Mikail, at the foot of Iskra’s bed, had fainted 
dead away. 



CHAPTER XXI 

"Was I grown small and strait? 

Then shalt thou make me wide. 

Through love of Christ Who died, 

Thou — thou shalt make me great/' 

John Oxenham 

Not smoking, not speaking, not thinking, Boris 
lounged in his chair in the small salon in the Rue 
de FUniversite, listening while Nikolai proposed 
a dozen and one impractical solutions of the 
problem which confronted them. Iskra must be 
gotten away. But where? She must be given as 
complete a change as it would be possible to find, 
“What about England, Boris ?” 

“Crowded in some places, empty in others. Oh, 
I know her.” He was in one of the moods Hansi 
recognized. She went and knelt down beside him, 
looking with pity into his weary face. 

“Wherever we go you must come with us, dar- 
ling. You shall never leave us again.” 

“Thanks, old dear. There’s so much to decide. 
My brain’s in a muddle.” 

376 
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“Smoke then. Here’s a light.” 

“No. Sit down, Niko. It makes me tired to see 
you stand.” Nikolai stretched his length on the 
chaise-longue. “Now what?” 

“I’m all in; think for me, decide for me.” 

“I’ve already thought. We must take Nurse 
with us, Iskra must hot be left alone day or night 
— for a while. She must be made to realize that 
never again as long as she lives will she suffer 
loneliness.” 

“What about Mikail ? I’d like to keep him with 
us too,” suggested Hansi, but at that the ex- 
hausted Boris demurred. 

“No. I intend to make a flyer of him. And it is 
written in the stars that I must be on my way. 
Our forces are gathering along a line that 
stretches from Dvinsk to the Carpathians.” 

“Would it be safe to take him there?” 

“Safe on the side of Poland. It will be a tre- 
mendous adventure for him.” 

“Would he go, do you think? Would he con- 
sent to leave Paris, and Mere Chablis, and Iskra ? 
Mere Chablis has done everything for him. She 
worships him. Would it be fair to her?” 

“Why not ? She would have to let him go if he 
were training for the ‘diplomatie!’ ” 
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They all laughed, though Vladimir added, “The 
idea of diplomacy wouldn’t be so bad if only the 
poor boy had some kind of an education.” 

“Oh, he has a pretty good one, even if he did 
pick it up where he could find it. We had a long 
and very grown-up conference after he came out 
of that faint. He speaks the dialect of every 
quarter in Paris, from the pure Parisian of Fau- 
bourg Saint Germain and the Etoile down to the 
patois of the halles. But better than speech he has 
the gift of silence.” 

“What did Maitland say about his heart? I 
was frightened at that.” 

“So was I, when he fainted. Heart is all right. 
He’s had no food for days, too much excitement, 
the shock of discovering who he is. He had for- 
gotten everything that led up to the time of the 
war. When Iskra spoke, her voice and words 
brought the whole thing back in a rush. The 
poor child thought he was in love with her. He 
laughed about it with me afterwards. I think he 
would have danced for joy if he’d not been a bit 
shy of it. But he could laugh and did.” 

“That’s the best sign yet. Now tell us where 
to go in England, some place out of season. We 
want to be cool and quiet. No tourists, please.” 
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“1 know just the place for you in the Malvern 
Hills. It would be much better for Iskra than 
the sea and throngs. She could sit all day in gar- 
dens filled with flowers and look out at the Cots- 
wolds and over towards Stratford and that 
quaint Broadway — picnic wherever she’d like 
and, when she is better, climb the Beacon and see 
out over wide valleys. Saint Ann’s Well and the 
Malvern waters are within ten minutes’ walk of 
the inn. If you like the idea, we’ll take her there. 
If not — I’ll think up something else. Derbyshire 
is peaceful, or Yorkshire, filled with world-old 
valleys and heights of gorse, is quiet too. Oh, my 
dears, when we speak of England it goes deep. 
I’m nearly always homesick for it.” 

“Then change your mind and come?” 

“Other loves first, my Hansi. If we are ever 
to be united again, I have a feeling it will not be 
this side of Heaven — not while ‘Demos is in the 
saddle,’ out Russia way.” 

“It’s going to be hard disuniting Mikail and 
the old lady.” Nikolai had himself attempted to 
solve that problem, without success. But when 
it came to the point, the solution was neither in 
his hands, nor Iskra’s, nor those of Boris. “How 
many years has it been, Mere?” 
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“Fourteen, Lionceau.” 

“Fourteen years’ food, fourteen years’ shelter, 
fourteen years’ care, and she with sometimes not 
enough bread for herself. Fourteen years of such 
schooling as she could get for me by means fair 
or foul. She got it anyway. Fourteen years, 
mother — Please, Boris, until she is used to the 
idea that if her son flies it is to be for God and 
Russia and France, I’ll stay.” 

“Don’t you want to come, old son?” 

“Do I?” 

At which Mere Chablis rose to her small full 
height and flashed her eyes and beat with her fist 
on a table .conveniently near. “Since when has 
La Chablis failed to do her duty? Do you suppose 
I would allow my son to live a life of idle beg- 
gary? That’s what it would amount to. Oh, you 
would manage this house, would you ? Am I in- 
capacitated? The farm? Bah! What are these 
compared to the life of a flyer or a member of the 
Corps Diplomatique ? I vowed I would return 
three thousand aristocrats to France. Must the 
favorite of them all, the one on whom I have for 
years placed all my hopes, turn out base and 
mean, the most ordinary of plebeians? Where is 
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the ambition I have tried to rouse in you? Dull, 
commonplace, like every other boy along the 
streets and boulevards. Oh, my Lionceau! Will 
you remain in Paris, a nothing-at-all, less than a 
gamin of gamins? Or will you fly, a Prince 
Mikail de Kasatkin, for the great-great-grand- 
daughter of the guillotine, who would be a peni- 
tent for France? Will you fly, brother of Prince 
Boris de Kasatkin, for the glory of God, the sal- 
vation of Russia, the complete fulfillment of the 
S.V.R. ?” 

“For my mother, my mother,” sobbed Mikail 
as he gathered her, rags, tottering violets, time- 
worn pitiful shawl, into his strong young arms. 
The hair was neat. That much she conceded at 
last to the princedom of her adopted son. 

It was difficult to deal with Iskra. If to her 
brother memory of all that had been their life 
together was temporarily blotted out, to her, in 
her complete isolation from the world, every- 
thing was memory. She had been a child sud- 
denly removed from all that made life attractive, 
shut up in a sound-proof vault from which she 
could herself give no sound. Year in, year out, 
her spirit lived with her own, she saw their faces, 
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she heard their voices, she listened again and 
again to the litany of what she and Mikail must 
never do. That, she could not forget. . 

In the dreadful beginning of the Commune 
when to celebrate Good Friday, children were 
carried in procession, wagoned with crucifixes 
torn from the churches, spitting from time to 
time on the figure of the Savior, throwing at his 
image stones and mud, whatever was handed 
them by the diabolic band that shouted demoniac 
songs as they walked along beside them, she had 
looked on, thinking in her childish mind it was 
a sort of play, a pageant of the Passion. And be- 
cause the cruel mob did these things to her cruci- 
fied Lord, she wept, and told Him she was sorry. 

Long afterwards, when, little by little, in a 
few childish words she was able to tell Boris and 
Hansi of the years that had made up her life, she 
recounted all these things. 

They had walked one evening at twilight, 
through the massing fronds of fern and bracken, 
to the spring called Saint Ann’s Well. They had 
drunk the waters, and listened in the open to the 
organ played by the old blind minister who was 
giving his last few years to the praise of his 
Lord. Then they had gone back down the hill 
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and came to a grassy mound so inviting, that 
they decided to rest there for a while. The sound 
of the little organ, mingled with the good nights 
of birds that twittered all about them, was 
Iskra’s interlude. Somehow her voice, that low- 
tuned note of harmony with her surroundings, 
was dominant. Little by little she was learning a 
greater number of words. Her vocabulary came 
slowly, but it was all crystal-clear. 

“It was so sad. They mocked Him, and spat 
upon Him, and threw rocks at Him, and bruised 
Him. Even the wood they bruised. It was not 
their fault. They had to do it. They were part of 
a play. I cried. I used to cry a great deal at first. 
I was a baby, you know. But there were so many 
of us. One baby more or less made no difference.” 

“How did you live, Iskra?” 

“They were kind, the other children. Some- 
thing I don’t know — why there were so many 
children all at once. First we would be in the 
woods. Thousands and thousands of us. The big 
ones would fight for food. The big girls always 
fed us, they called us their dolls. Sometimes they 
would go hungry. But they gave us milk, and 
eggs. I learned how to eat them raw. And we 
sometimes ate roots the big children would dig 
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up. And the boys were bandits. They went to the 
city and brought us food. And we were turned 
into companies. Each company had a leader. He 
made the big girls take care of the little ones. It 
was one of them that took me to the procession 
in the city.” 

“What city, darling?” 

A puzzled look crossed the young girl’s face. 
“I don’t know. There were several, then. When I 
cried, a woman, a good kind woman standing 
near me, picked me up. I never knew who she 
was. She asked me questions, but I couldn’t hear 
what she said. I put my hands to my ears and 
showed her my tongue. She cried and took me 
home. It was always a different place at first. I 
never knew where I would be at night. But she 
had me in her room, and showed me a place 
under the floor where she kept some ikons. She 
would pray and cry at night. She fed me. She 
was good to me. She showed me some pictures of 
a little boy and two little girls. I saw one of the 
girls in the woods. She gave me milk. I tried to 
show the woman how it was, but could not speak. 
You see — when Motherkin fell against the wall — 
oh, now I know what it was — there was a 
great noise — and I was frightened, and some- 
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thing went all loud in my head. So I could not 
speak to the woman. I think she knew how hard 
I tried. One night we were saying our Our 
Father and God bless — Oh, I could tell that 
much from her lips, when soldiers came in. They 
took her out and shot her. Then they sent me to 
a place where there were other children in a 
village. Hundreds of boys and girls. The church 
was a stable. There were no priests. There were 
no ikons. Nobody ever prayed. But I always 
made my sign of the cross. I always knelt down 
and said my prayers. Some of the children would 
try to drag me up. They were frightened. But I 
did not know why. I thought they were queer 
because they did not pray. One thing did frighten 
me. I know that if God is there, a city is safe. 
God was not there. The city was not safe, be- 
cause only people took care of it. And they drove 
God away Who would have kept the men and 
women from being shot. I got used to seeing 
them shot. God was very far away from them, 
but I kept Him in my heart. Motherkin always 
told us we must.” 

Hansi turned to Nikolai. “Oh, Niko, don’t 
you remember that day in Paris, just before war 
was declared? Don’t you remember how Alex- 
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androvna said, ‘Give me a child till she is four’? 
You see, she proved she was right. Some of us 
laughed at her. But she was preparing her chil- 
dren for what she knew was hound to come.” 

■“She had the ‘wisdom of the children of God/ 
and if I am not much mistaken, she has passed it 
on ! What then, Iskra ?” 

“They made fun of me. You see I was not like 
any of them. And one day I was put in a car on 
a railroad train with cows and horses and other 
children that were not right. There were some 
children — oh, it is too horrible ” 

“Don’t tell us, dearest. Let it go.” 

“No. I must. This once. They were crippled, 
and blind, oh such poor little things. They took 
us far away, to a land where it was cold and 
covered with snow. They kept us in a sort of 
palace. I think it was a palace once. But some- 
thing like a hospital, where we slept on straw. I 
think I was about twelve. I had to sweep and 
dust and do the work the servants did at home. 
And I had to wait on the table and pass such 
poor food that sometimes, hungry as we were, 
we could not eat it. When I fainted once because I 
could not eat the food, they took me to a river 
and put ropes around me like a harness, and I 
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was to draw a boat along with other girls, older 
than I, and men and women too. We slept in huts 
when we slept at all. That lasted years and years. 
And one day I couldn’t get up. And Boris came. 
I thought then that our Father in Heaven had 
sent His angel to get me. And you know all the 
rest.” 

“Please God, we hope we do. And now, Iskra, 
you are never to think or speak of that time 
again. Will you remember?” 

They had walked down in silence to the Abbey 
Inn where they had found so sweet a shelter. But 
not long after that, Iskra’s youth began to reas- 
sert itself, youth, and liberty, and happiness. 
They spent whole days on the Cotswolds. They 
would take a hamper and drive for miles until 
Iskra would cry out, “Here ! Let us stop here !” 
Everywhere there were flowers and loveliness 
widespread. 

After a little while, lessons began, simple les- 
sons, words and their meaning and how to make 
use of them, colored charts and pictures of towns 
and countries. Nikolai made the history of con- 
tinents so like romance that the three women 
listened enthralled. 

“Oh, you are so good to me! If all our lives 



388 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

could be spent just like this!” the girl said one 
day. “I think so much of poor Russia. There 
they are, thinking they are working for freedom 
and happiness! They try to do for themselves 
what God has done to make this beautiful Eng- 
land, dear France, free and happy. If my Russia 
would only open her gates and let God in she 
would be free and happy too.” 

Then the idea came to her, came with a pang 
to the heart, a lump in her throat. When she grew 
quite strong, strong enough to work for a defi- 
nite object, she and Mikail would put their heads 
together to devise some scheme by which perhaps 
they might help in the battle for their country’s 
freedom. What it would be she could not even 
guess. But — only yesterday Hansi had said, “To 
whom much is given, of him much shall be re- 
quired.” She had been given freedom. Well, she 
was little and poor, but God had been, as He 
always is, infinite Generosity. She leaned over to 
where Nikolai sat and took the book from his 
hands. “Not that one, Brotherkin. The little one, 
the one you read us yesterday, about the Fiery 
Cross. Read it again.” 

Not knowing that his words were the strength- 
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ening of a purpose, the buckling on of armor, he 
read once more: 

“Was I grown small and strait? 

Then shalt thou make me wide. 

Through love of Christ Who died, 

Thou — thou shalt make me great.” 



CHAPTER XXII 

“Man proposes, God disposes; 

Yet our hope in Him reposes 

Who in war-time still makes roses.” 

John Oxenham 

The Malvern holiday was almost at an end. The 
last lesson in vocabulary had been given. Iskra’s 
dictionary was never out of her hand. She 
learned with astonishing rapidity. To-morrow 
they were to return to London, then the next day 
on to Paris. 

“I must go in now. You and Niko stay in the 
garden till sunset. It's so lovely. Miss Keefe 
wants me to read poetry with her. She’s wait- 
ing.” 

She kissed Hansi and Niko as though it might 
be weeks or months or years till she would see 
them again. Always the sense of insecurity. So 
much had her experience marked her spirit. Like 
the child she was at heart she ran down the 
flowering terraces and across the empty road to 
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the Abbey. Her red hair glinted gold in the sun- 
light. The filmy blue of her frock was like a 
touch of the sky. She turned when she reached the 
door and waved her hand. Only that morning 
she’d said on the way back from church through 
lanes past holly hedges, “It’s always a big sur- 
prise when I see either of you. When I say good 
night I wonder if we will meet again in the morn- 
ing. I have such terrible dreams. A great hand is 
reaching out to catch and take me back — Oh, 
when we do find each other, or if we should not, 
please always know I love you.” 

“We take that for granted, Iskra. You are as 
much a part of life to us as we are to ourselves.” 

“Oh, I know it. I’m sure of it. But just as some 
hearts are cold and forbidding, and some only 
warm enough to keep them human, there are 
others that beat with a love like fire. That’s the 
way mine is for all of you who are so good and 
kind to me.” There were tears in her eyes as she 
spoke. 

“Keep it that way, malenkaya ,” Hansi an- 
swered, using the old term of deepest affection. 
“That sort of love makes life beautiful. Selfish' 
love brings tragedy. I once heard a woman say 
she had never given up one thing in her life for 
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love. I pitied her. Life’s lesson had seemed to 
review her devotion to herself, then passed her 
by.” 

“Is — it suffering — that makes love a really big 
thing?” 

“Often it is.” 

“Ilya suffered enough to learn, didn’t she? 
There was nothing small in what Ilya did. Her 
love was a great heart — I think it must have 
taken in even her enemies !” 

“Not that. They were the enemies of Truth. 
They had killed her Love. I think she would have 
helped them if they suffered, merely out of 
Christianity. They assassinated her before she 
could even have a chance to do that.” 

They had thought best to tell Iskra the story 
and to conceal from her nothing of what had hap- 
pened. 

“She suffered frightfully from the time her 
husband was killed, up to the last,” Hansi told 
her. “Then came her dismay at discovering 
Feodor to be what he was and the fear that be- 
cause of it he would be taken from her. When 
I was brought into the scene she was terrified 
for fear of what might happen to her and her 
son. Indeed, it was providential that they gave 
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her as swift an ending as they did. They might 
have tortured her, but Maximov’s temper pre- 
vented that. I so often wonder if there are no 
loyalists left in Russia who remember the per- 
sonal security of the people during the reign of 
the Czar, and — compare.” 

“Of course there are. But they are terrorized. 
Power in the hands of the uneducated has 
showed itself the worst possible despotism.” 

“I wish something could be done to put an end 
to their fear. Fear alone is torture enough.” 

Little Iskra spoke up. “I wasn’t afraid when 
I made the sign of the cross. They laughed at 
me, but I made it. Let them all make the sign of 
the cross, then they won’t be afraid.” 

“That was your sword-blade and hilt. ‘By this 
sign,’ you know. Was that it ?” 

“It was what Motherkin taught Mikail and 
me. Perhaps if I could have heard what they 
were saying I would have been a little bit afraid. 
But being deaf, I didn’t hear, and could not 
answer. If I had, they would have been more 
angry with me than ever. They considered me a 
sort of fool, and so I was.” 

“Saints have called themselves God’s fools. It’s 
a title of distinction, malenkaya mine. The real 
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fools are the hopelessly stupid ones who refuse to 
believe in God. Some day there will be two kinds 
of people left in the world, the sublime ones who 
call themselves fools for Christ’s sake, and the 
simpletons who deny Him. Of course they are the 
only real fools.” 

“Boris makes himself one, I think, when he’s 
poking fun at the world in general, especially 
those who refuse to accept the Truth. Where is 
he now, Hansi ?” 

“Adventuring. Probably in Rome. There were 
letters and telegrams from Rome.” She stopped 
a moment. “And a radio from Moscow. Someone 
came to see him, a man who looked like a peas- 
ant. He had been sent from Warsaw. Boris got 
up early the morning after he reached here and 
they went out together. I think now he must have 
been a Uniat priest. I didn’t see him again. Boris 
left that night.” 

“I love that word ‘adventuring.’ It means a 
sort of risk,” said Iskra. 

But Hansi had been right about her brother’s 
whereabouts. 

“Tovarish Senael” of the Soviet secret police 
was in the Eternal City setting his affairs in 
order. It was possible, barely probable, that he 
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might never return. Before him lay the most 
sublime adventure into which he had yet plunged. 

He had paced the floor of his room since day- 
light and it was now about ten o’clock. Someone 
had tapped on his door with a tray, and he had 
taken his coffee and hard roll without knowing 
what he was doing. Should the plan miscarry, 
how could he reach Hansi, Vladimir? He had 
weighed the contingency of the house on Via 
Paulina, then at once dismissed it. 

The Sinister Embassy was known to have set 
a watch about its doors. They saw everyone who 
came and went. It would have been want of pru- 
dence for him to have gone there himself. Be- 
sides, if he did, he would have to report what he 
had been doing. The reports made to Via Gaeta 
were significant. There was an unfounded legend 
afloat that all the Russian emigres of the world 
were arming against the enemies within the gates 
of Soviet Russia. Such intelligence as the aver- 
age member of the U.S.S.R. possessed, saw, 
even in so pitiful a handful of refugees as those 
of Via Paulina, active menace to the wide acreage 
of all the Russias! They sheltered cowardice 
behind an armed prudence. Donald Kaye or his 
artist wife could have done what he wanted. But, 
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after all, the little house had had difficulty 
aplenty in the past. Better leave it alone. 

Lighting a cigarette, he strolled down Via 
Gregoriana and around the longer way to the 
Piazza di Spagna through Via Due Macelli, 
Crowds of people everywhere interrupted his 
train of thought. He would go up the Trinita 
steps and back to the Borghese. At least there he 
might think out a way. His answer came at the 
foot of the steps. Deirdre Leith had stopped at a 
kiosk to buy some flowers. He saw and recognized 
her. Their paths had not crossed for more years 
than he cared to remember, though he was often 
here and Deirdre made it her home. She went up 
first, and he followed. Halfway to the top she 
turned. She always turned just here — she was ever 
hungry for the beauty, the magnetic charm of 
Rome spread out — over all the massive hilltop 
that was the dome of Peter 

She knew Boris at once. Why not? He was 
constantly in her subconsciousness, one of those of 
whom one does not definitely think, but whose 
existence under the stars makes a difference. 
Once, at the Doria Palace, they almost came face 
to face. The Lateran Choir was singing at the 
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far end of the long gallery. Deirdre, as she ap- 
proached to greet her hostess, caught a glimpse 
of Boris sitting between her and one of the royal 
princesses. She never knew quite why she turned 
back and waited until the singing was over and 
Boris gone, before she joined Princess Doria 
and her small circle of intimates. Afterwards she 
was as angry with herself as anyone of Deirdre’s 
temperament could be. It was one of those un- 
welcome moments of hideous shyness that will 
intrude themselves into the life of the most 
phlegmatic. 

Sometimes in her dream days she hoped he 
had seen her and might make his presence in 
Rome known to her. But he had not seen her, and 
it was long before he returned. However she 
may have suspected the heroisms that filled the 
months between, she had not taken the measure 
of a spirit so intrepid that when he did return it 
was on the verge of sacrificing even life to an 
ideal he labeled simple duty. 

Arms filled with lilies and long-stemmed roses, 
she stood looking straight down into his face. 

“Welcome — always. I can’t give you my 
hands, they are too busy,” she laughed. 
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“Give me the flowers.” He took them all from 
her and both her hands as well. 

“I wondered if you were going to speak to me. 
You used to be unapproachable and I was fright- 
fully afraid of you — then.” 

“Please don’t. The ‘then’ is too far away. Too 
much has happened for anyone to stay un- 
approachable. I’ve seen you, though — at a dis- 
tance — once. It was months, years — ago. I can’t 
remember when.” 

“I think I know. You were expected at the 
Doria Palace the night of the reception for the 
colonization of an infinitesimal part of central 
Italy. Was that it?” 

“Yes. I came in late. I thought you might not 
remember me. I. should so love to have had you 
look me up so that I could at least have given 
you a cup of tea. I would have given you a ring 
next day, but did not know where.” 

“Via Gaeta 3 always reaches me,” he said, 
watching closely to see how she would take it. 
But that much she knew. It did not surprise her. 
She had her own reasons for not ringing the 
Sinister Embassy. There was always the pos- 
sibility of wires being tapped. She did not want 
to have her apartment on the watching list. 
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“May I take your flowers wherever you are 
going?” he went on. 

“I live up there. You may bring them to my 
apartment. Do you mind steps? My flat’s at the 
top.” Slowly they climbed till they reached 
Piazza Trinita and turned to the right. 

“Isn’t this the house where Hansi stayed be- 
fore she took up her quarters at the Adolorata? 
It seems to me I used to address my letters to 
her here long ago.” 

“Yes. When she first came. You must come in 
now. It’s frightfully early, but I may not see you 
again and there are so many things I want to 
ask. And I think you’ll like the flat.” 

“You are taking a risk — ” he laughed then. 
“You know I have a bad name among the dow- 
agers.” 

“You are a hero. I am thirty. You may come 
in,” she answered, amused that any Victorian 
attitude of mind could make a difference. 

In that foolish land of dreams where Deirdre 
still lived in spite of thirty years, she was telling 
him that for the mere sake of his presence she 
would stifle every chatterer in Roman town : that 
for years she had heard his footstep on her stair, 
had seen him coming in, just as he was, with 
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flowers in his hands. The Romans often brought 
her flowers when they came, but with a differ- 
ence. She never actually visioned the truth of 
her dream, but a vague hope that it might some 
day be realized made all her life more interest- 
ing. 

“The view from my balcony is rather lovely. 
Come and see.” She opened her bag and took out 
the key to the apartment. 

“My bonne-a-tout-faire is out,” she said as she 
opened the door. “She has a flair for the Campo 
di Fiore. Being Wednesday I let her go down 
after she had been to the markets.” 

She threw wide the French windows that 
gave on a tiny terrace overlooking the houses on 
the other side of the Piazza, and dominating the 
entire length of Via Gregoriana. He breathed 
deep. “No wonder you love it! To be in Rome 
and not to see the Dome is to be blind. What an 
enchanting view you get of it !” 

“It has been everything to me — in more ways 
than one. Sit here while I go and put these in 
water.” 

“Let me help? It’s ages since Pve had any 
flowers to do or vases to put them in. Soviet 
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embassies and prisons don’t lend themselves to 
decoration. Hansi always asked me to do her 
flowers. I was better at it than she.” 

“Then take this for the roses. Fill it halfway. 
Do you like it?” 

“It’s beautiful.” 

“I told you my maid, Caterina, has a flair for 
the Flower Market. She is always at the Farnese 
before the booths open up. She has miraculously 
good taste, like so many Italian women, and 
knows a bargain. If there is anything worth get- 
ting, she first bargains for it and gets the mini- 
mum, then has them hold it for me to see. It was 
she who found that old silver bowl and the bit 
of tapestry on the wall. The things cost nothing 
and make the rooms attractive.” 

“Oh, how I wish she might fly to Moscow and 
pick up some of the beautiful things there for 
you !” 

“Stolen goods; no, thanks. I’d rather not take 
the responsibility.” Deirdre was talking against 
time. She had no idea what she was saying. 
Banalities would do as well as anything else. 

He carried the roses to the drawing room and 
put them on a table under a mirror. Their yellow 
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beauty filled that end of the room with sunshine. 

“Give me the lilies,” he said. She handed them 
to him. “I want them on this Chinese blue. What 
are you going' to do with the rest? There’s such 
a lot.” 

“Short-stemmed things in the dining room. 
Don’t bother, Boris — I’ll take them.” 

“And the loads left over?” 

“They’re a secret,” she smiled. But he would 
not have any secrets. 

“Then if you 'must know, to-night, after the 
Ave Maria, I’ll take them down to Hansi’s people 
on the Via Paulina. They love them. I take them 
flowers every day. They have a little chapel, you 
know. Father MacMackin from the Oriental In- 
stitute often says Mass for them there.” 

“They are my people too. God bless you for 
your goodness to them.” 

She knew her lips were trembling, so she bent 
over the flowers to hide them. She was furious 
with herself. It wasn’t at all what he said. She 
could have borne it, even his blessing, without 
a tremor — but it was the unbearable vividness of 
the dream. He had never come quite so close in 
her wanderings to the soul of her as to have 
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said, “God bless you.” She pulled the yellow silk 
curtains at the east windows closer together. 
“That’s better. The sun has a way of fading 
things. Sit in that comfortable chair where I can 
see you. You said I could help you. Now tell me 
how/* 



CHAPTER XXIII 

“But none, except of his own will. 

Need ever lonely be; 

If he but quest, his Royal Guest 
Will quick provide him with the best 
Of all good Company.” 

John Oxenham 

“I am sure you know why I masquerade as an 
Austrian, and why they call me Tovarish Sen- 
del” 

“Yes. You are flying the red flag so that you 
can work for White Russia.” 

“How did you guess it ? I knew you knew, but 
how?” 

“How could I not know? No — no one told 
me. It wasn't necessary. I've not forgotten what 
you were like before the revolution. ‘White 
samite, mystic, wonderful — ’ It wouldn’t be pos- 
sible for an arm that had been clothed in white 
samite to fly a red flag and mean it !” 

“That’s rather nice, Deirdre. The old knights 
404 
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fought in the open, though, and wore their samite 
with pride. I have to hide mine. And I fight in 
the dark.” 

“Not altogether. Some of us know. And some 
suspect.” 

“Via Paulina knows.” 

“Not a soul there has ever mentioned your 
name to me.” 

“Bless them. They carry their loyalty rather 
far, don’t they?” 

She looked at him searchingly. “Rather. I say, 
Boris, this thing you want me to do. I’m not 
afraid of responsibility in general. But — are you 
right to tell me? Wouldn’t it be better to put it 
up to the fathers at the Oriental Institute? I’m 
so — nothing-at-all.” 

“Please don’t say that. You are as loyal as 
they. And valiant. I know more about you than 
you realize. You are very dear to my sister. And 
you are part of the regime that makes our real 
life. Everything since the war is pretense. You 
are reality. I trust you as I would trust myself.” 

“Then tell me.” 

“There are certain persons in camp now, along 
the Polish and Finnish boundaries, who are wait- 
ing for me to pick them up and carry them over 
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the lines. That’s simple enough. I do it all the 
time. It’s only part of the game.” 

“Priests ?” 

“Some of them. And others who work with 
them, miners, agricultural workers, iron and 
steel men.” 

“Not experts?” 

“No. But not fools. They know enough to get 
by, and even at that they know more than the 
moujiks the Soviet have employed. My men can 
slip into line unnoticed. It has taken them months 
to learn their parts. When they know as much as 
is necessary they send for me. Of course this 
thing would not be possible in a smaller country, 
with fewer men. If Russia were not so gargan- 
tuan with millions of workers whose life or death 
does not matter in the least except as machines, 
my work would not be possible. They swarm like 
ants. And their lives are worth just that much to 
the Soviet State. Some of those I have helped in 
secret over the borders are among the most 
trusted in the country.” 

“But where do I come in? Surely there’s noth- 
ing I can do in your field?” 

“I want you to count the length of time I stay 
in each place, and if I am long overdue, let Niko- 
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lai know. It’s a risky game this time. No — I’ve 
not told you — yet. I ought to be about seven days 
in that particular region and the country between 
Minsk, Smolensk and Moskva. We’ll not worry 
about that part of it. After that, what I propose 
to do, I must do at first alone. I’d not risk the 
lives of other men. But if it is a success and not 
as impossible as I believe now, I may take more 
flyers with me, in other planes. Since the begin- 
ning I’ve had it in my mind. It is the salvation of 
the children.” 

“They say the children who have never known 
anything else are the only really loyal Soviet 
citizens to-day. Even the army is only waiting.” 

“The poor army is Russia’s one aristocrat. It is 
fed and clothed at the expense of the people with 
the sole motive of keeping it in its place. Just the 
same, one word from a leader — We must leave 
that to destiny. The first of the seven million aban- 
doned children are — like Iskra when she came 
to us, old men, barely out of their teens, and piti- 
ful beasts of burden who might be women. Some 
of them remember the Faith that will not die in 
their hearts, though the State believes it has been 
crushed. The younger ones have only heard the 
name of God used in derision if at all. But please 
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mark this: Unless religion is brought back to 
Russia, no power is going to save it from com- 
plete annihilation ” 

“Just what do you intend to do ?” 

“I am going to give those older children who 
remember, and who are now men and women, the 
chance to prove and practice the Faith they have 
not forgotten. They will teach it, and the younger 
ones will learn it.” 

“You can’t mean that. It would be death to 
you and them.” 

“It might be martyrdom. But men do not die 
for a lie. And death for Truth must prove Truth 
to be right. Only God knows what the result will 
be. But in either case, the tide must turn.” 

He got up and pulled his chair closer to where 
she sat. He had been watched and spied on so 
long that even in the safe haven of Deirdre’s 
rooms he unconsciously took precautions. 

“When the men that I have carried into the 
country are fixed and at their posts, I shall fly 
over the children’s colonies and drop literature 
from the plane, the simplest possible explanation 
of the gospels with pictures of the life of our 
Lord, and small catechisms. Some of the men I 
am takin g in are Franciscans, some Benedictines, 
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some Dominicans, some Jesuits, some secular 
priests. And what the pamphlets I shall give the 
children’s colonies lack, they in their capacity of 
workmen will make clear, quite clear.” 

“If Saint Francis and Saint Benedict and 
Saint Dominic walked the streets of Russia to- 
day, Boris, you know what would happen. Beg- 
gars on horseback have little reverence for the 
beggar on foot and the U.S.S.R. is mounted, 
booted and spurred. Aren’t you afraid of being 
caught?” 

“Terribly afraid. I’m human. It’s the one thing 
I dread.” 

“And yet you don’t hesitate?” 

“You said my arm was clothed in samite. How 
can such an arm fail to strike ? My plan is to do 
nothing in any way seditious to the government. 
It is simply to save my country. It can’t be saved 
without religion, so I shall give it salvation if it 
is God’s will.” 

“S.V.R.?” 

“S.V.R.” 

“And then what?” 

“If I am not caught the first time, I shall go 
back to Poland, get my supplies, and fly to the 
workers. I shall go to farms, and mines, and 
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forests. If I think it fairly safe I’ll take more 
men, more planes, but I’ve got to try it out first. 
They are starving in some of the districts, so I 
intend to take food along with the rest of it.” 

“Can these people read?” 

“We can thank the Soviet for education at 
least. And they have had to import so much intel- 
ligent expert labor from other countries that they 
will be able to tell the illiterate ones what it’s all 
about. The Soviet can do no harm to the out- 
siders without antagonizing foreign govern- 
ments.” 

“Do they mind doing that?” 

“No. But they do mind not being able to sell 
their wheat, coal, lumber, manganese, and all the 
other exports.” 

“It’s a frightful risk, Boris.” 

“I know. I’ve never felt about it the way I 
feel now. Of course I have never gone as far as I 
expect to go. There was always a good chance 
I’d get out before. Now the chances are small.” 

He paused a moment, then said, “I think that’s 
all. I expect to be in Rome,” he laughed then, 
“without — accident, six weeks from to-day. If I 
don’t report to you — let old Niko know.” He 
rose to go. 
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Deirdre held out her hand. “Please, God be 
with you.” This time the dream was fading 
quickly. “Thank you. Sometimes — don’t forget 
me.” A click of the heels, a salute. She listened to 
his footsteps as they ran down the stone stair- 
case. 

The first ten days were very long. Deirdre 
waited, watched for what she did not know. She 
prayed. One day she went on foot the entire dis- 
tance from Saint Peter’s to Saint Paul’s outside 
the walls, a little private pilgrimage. “To walk 
the streets with Saint Francis of Assisi” became 
almost an obsession. She wished she dared wear 
her habit of the Third Order. She would look as 
much a penitent as she felt. The word that was 
to come to the following generation: “Go forth 
in the garb appointed you through the Orders of 
the Church, O all ye followers of Francis and of 
Benedict and of Dominic, because ‘In the Third 
Order lies the hope of Christianity.’ My reform 
is in the Third Order” had not yet reached her. 
Perhaps if it had, she might have gotten the 
courage to do it, though Deirdre did not lack 
simplicity. So unconsciously had she absorbed the 
spirit of her Order that she had absorbed into 
her life the first elements of a reform. She saw 
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that the two sins Francis most hated were the 
cause of Russia’s downfall : pride, avarice. Pride 
caused the death of the Imperial Government, 
and super-pride had taken its place with the 
Soviet, avarice following quickly in its train. 
Cruelty was riding rampant. With the abandon- 
ment of God had disappeared the laws of God. 
“Thou shalt not kill” was forgotten. “Thou shalt 
not steal” was laughed at. Respect to parents, to 
parenthood, no longer remained even a myth. 
The worst of all crimes was encouraged in the 
Children’s Colonies and Academies where boys 
and girls were taught together the elements of 
education. 

“Neighbors’ goods and Neighbors’ wives” were 
common possessions of ruling power and prole- 
tariat. Worst of all, the canker was spreading. 
Christian nations not only considered trading 
with the camp of the Antichrist, but forming an 
International Bank, which would include his sub- 
jects. The thought that her own country might 
throw in her lot with the destroyers of morality 
and even of life filled the English woman with 
horror and disgust. If ever there were a need for 
crusade, the time was now. At least true knight- 
hood had not been murdered, however the want 
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of it was driving millions of helpless human 
beings by the lash. Then, after ten days — one 
Crusader came back. She had only heard it once, 
but Deirdre knew Boris’ ring, and flew to the 
door without waiting for Caterina who, even 
when it came to opening a door, was apt to take 
her time. 

“Thank God !” she exclaimed at sight of him. 

Boris was very tired. He tried to carry it off 
in the old bright way but all the sparkle was 
gone. Exhausted, he dropped into the first chair 
he saw. 

“Don’t move. Don’t speak. I will bring you 
some wine.” 

“Do you mind?” 

She shook her head. “It’s the least I can do.” 

She was back in a moment carrying a little 
tray. “Take this.” He drank the Lacrima Christi 
and ate a biscuit with gratitude. She sat by 
quietly, saying nothing, pitying the change she 
saw in him, ready and willing to serve him. He 
felt the peace of her presence. He sensed the 
utmost peacefulness in her house. Once he 
glanced at her, wondering that such serenity 
could exist in a world of such unrest. God, what 
a difference! 
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When he had quite finished and she had taken 
the tray away and told Caterina that not under 
any circumstances was she to be disturbed, she 
returned. 

“Tell me,” he said. Then she smiled at him, a 
smile of reassurance. 

“They are well. England was a success. And 
the great news is, that Iskra remains in London, 
at Roehampton. The nuns are enchanted to have 
her. She is a private pupil. But they told Hansi 
she is so bright it will not be long before she can 
take her place in one of the classes with girls 
almost her own age.” 

“Pity Mikail can’t get something of a — nor- 
mal education. What he has is so awfully dis- 
jointed.” 

“Not at all !” cried Deirdre. “That is the best 
part of my news. Niko was able to persuade the 
boy to go to England on the promise that he and 
Hansi would look faithfully after Mere Chablis. 
He is at Downside.” 

“How wonderful! Tell me how they managed 
it.” 

“Hansi goes every day to Rue de Grenelle. 
She helps teach the children French and English 
and is the old woman’s right hand. She is work- 
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ing with the Baronne de Bonvouloir to train 
some of the older girls to look after the house. 
The detail is tremendous and they spare nothing 
to make it as perfect as possible. You see Hansi 
began with her house here, so she knows. Mere 
Chablis is delighted. And Nikolai has undertaken 
the training of the older boys. They have out- 
side teachers who have volunteered to help. 
Would you like me to read you part of Hansi’s 
letter ?” 

“Please do.” Deirdre went to her desk and 
found it among her papers. It had come several 
days before. She had not answered it, as she was 
waiting for Boris — hoping she could give them 
news of him. 

“The first part is more or less personal.” She 
laughed. “Things about England, because it is 
mine. Then she goes on to Iskra, who by the way 
must be growing into the beauty she promised to 
be when she was a little child.” 

We asked her what she would rather do, and her answer 
was, “When a girl has grown up and discovers she is not 
like other people, she begins to think. If Mikail had been 
shut away as I was, he might have been like me, but in a 
way he is different too. Other boys have been to school 
and college. He is shut out from the things he ought to 
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know.” I asked her then, if we could get Mere Chablis* 
consent, and MikaiFs, how would she like it if we sent him 
to school in England. She said she would love it, so Niko 
wrote at once to both of them. Meanwhile we had taken 
Iskra to Roehampton just to show it to her and without 
her knowledge get the advice of Reverend Mother and the 
Mistress General. To our great joy there were three other 
Russian emigrees there, girls a little older than Iskra, 
whose parents escaped a few years ago, in different 
miraculous ways, bringing the children with them. 

She wanted to stay, Deirdre, she wanted to be like the 
other girls. Mikail came by the first train, and we all went 
together to Bath, delaying our return to Paris for two or 
three days. Both children were enchanted with Downside. 
I somehow feel that Alexandrovna and our beloved Father 
have been praying for this straight along. The day after 
we took Iskra to Roehampton we came back to Paris to 
find we could have our little apartment in the Rue de 
FUniversite indefinitely. Then a great difficulty arose. 
What to do about Miss Keefe. She has grown to love 
Iskra with a great love, and it was hard for her to tear 
herself away. On our return to Paris there was a letter 
waiting for her from the American hospital. They wanted 
her on the staff! So there she is, happily installed, busy 
and only separated from the child by the Channel. 

My Niko has a splendid position in the offices of the 
League of Nations. He comes directly from there when 
his work is over to Rue de Grenelle where he has started 
classes for boys of every age and every kind. Then, about 
half past six, we go home together. I never thought I 
could be so happy again. The difference is, that knowing 
God, we cast our cares on Him, and He took care of us. 
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He always does when one asks only to be a part of His 
dear will. Baronne de Bonvouloir has backed me in 
everything I have undertaken for Rue de Grenelle. And 
of course the Cardinal-Archbishop is our help and inspira- 
tion. We have ten volunteers who teach, they have classes 
for girls and boys with Niko and me. They are among the 
best Paris has to give. Their fidelity and devotion is what 
the faithfulness and devoted zeal of the French have always 
been to any cause that appeals to the heart of France. Of 
course we started from the foundation of things. The 
U.S.S.R. not only crushed all knowledge of religion out 
of the poor little intelligences, but most of them use an 
appalling polyglot of dialects that we have to learn before 
we can begin to teach them French and English. Their 
education consists for the present of the languages, 
spelling, reading, writing, arithmetic, catechism. Simple 
enough. Niko has a special class for the boys in exercises 
and games. Our quarters are a bit limited ! If these were 
all children of peasants who intended to live by the soil it 
would be simple enough. There is always Mere Chablis' 
flower farm. But only Heaven itself knows what they 
really are or from whence they sprung. Some of them — 
the most pathetic ones — are of the finest fiber, high-strung, 
intelligent, amenable. We have no less than four little girls 
whose ages range from thirteen to sixteen, with babies of 
their own. On that part of the curriculum of Soviet's 
“Mixed Academies" we will not dwell. 

But you can see why the nations of the world must 
come to our help in the only way it is possible to be of 
assistance — “Savior of the world, save Russia." And that 
means that the nations of the world, whatever their belief, 
provided it be Christian, must pray on their knees. If only 
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every Christian church would join and pray, God and 
peace would not be long in walking through the city streets 
and out along the steppes. God bless you. Our hearts and 
our love to you and our Boris, when he comes to you. 

Hansi. 



CHAPTER XXIV 


‘'One bears a mighty two-edged sword, and wounds life 
to the death ; 

The other bears Christ's holy chrism, and the wounded 
comforteth.” 

John Oxenham 

Boris sat thinking. The letter brought every- 
thing so vividly before him. He saw the little 
houses on Rue de Grenelle, transformed into 
shelter for the children he had risked his life to 
save. He remembered the little girls with tiny 
babies in their arms, who, for fear the babies 
would die of hunger or neglect, refused to fly 
with him unless they could bring them along. He 
had no idea of abandoning the waifs to the mercy 
of the powers that had reduced the small mothers 
to such straits. He seemed to hear his country’s 
cry: “My God, my God! Why hast Thou aban- 
doned me?” He knew that before an answer 
could come, Russia must die on the very cross she 
had taught the children to scorn. 

He did not hear the bell ring when the post- 

419 
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man came. After Caterina had brought the tea, 
Deirdre gave him Nikolai’s letter to read. It fol- 
lowed so closely on Hansi’s of a fortnight ago, 
that it might have been a continued chapter. 

Palais Royale, Paris. Sept. — 19 — 

Dear Deirdre, 

All is well with Hansi and me and with the children in 
England. I know she wrote you about them. We are grow- 
ing a bit anxious about Boris. Perhaps you have heard 
from him? 

As to us, we are working to capacity. Hansi has risen 
to the occasion with a strength of purpose and power to 
accomplish that are nothing short of amazing. Not satis- 
fied with her first plan she has arranged for the girls of 
Rue de Grenelle to be taught cooking, sewing, every 
branch of housekeeping. Even the daughters of kings 
to-day must learn how to keep themselves alive! The 
Baronne de Bonvouloir has added the last of the row 
of houses to our three. Now in the fourth we have arranged 
a carpenter shop, a printing press, a bookbindery and a 
gymnasium. That good Monsieur Delorme of the Opera 
Comique has provided a music and singing teacher for 
any of the children who show talent. The Cardinal- 
Archbishop has contributed lessons in Gregorian Chant 
and, with the width and^breadth of his charity, the Russian 
hymns we love. The man who teaches these things is no 
one less than an exiled priest from Moscow. Music was 
always a great part of Russia's religious expression and 
the children adopt it quite naturally. 

Mikail is perfectly happy in his college at Downside 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 421 

Abbey, quite as happy as Iskra at Roehampton. They 
take the fact that they are more ignorant than the .other 
children very philosophically. They are older and that is 
all there is to it. Our poor Iskra still clings to her dic- 
tionary ! 

Hansi wants you to persuade Julia Hope to come to 
Paris and take a class of the older girls, girls of eighteen 
and twenty. She wants her to teach them English. They 
know enough to get along a little. Will you put it up to 
her — if you think well of the idea? She begs you to 
remain where you are for the present. Boris may have 
times of needing you in Rome. Write when you can. We 
both know we can count on you, now and always. Our 
love to you. 

Nikolai Vladimir. 

“Hansi is quite right about my needing you 
here. I am already spoiled. When I go back to 
Moscow I may expect someone in a navy blue 
chiffon frock to stand around with tea and wine 
at every corner !” 

“Say the word and IT1 go. With a samovar !” 

“Heaven forbid. There are plenty of samovars 
there. I need you when I come back into civiliza- 
tion. Your being here means more to me than 
you realize. And then, you are the liaison between 
my people in Paris and me.” He got up then and 
went to the little table where she kept her ciga- 
rettes. “Will you smoke?” he asked. 
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“Not now. Tell me the story if you are up to 
it.” 

“I’m glad to talk to someone who speaks my 
own language. I’ve grown as dumb as Iskra 
out there. We got safely over the frontier. I did 
not attempt to let my men out until we were well 
beyond Dvinsk. They were to work their way 
back — or forward as the case might be. I had 
with me a Polish Dominican friar and a doctor. 
They wore the usual black smock and the rest of 
it, passports in their pockets and all correct. 
Karyan took Father Denietsch under his wing 
on the outskirts of Moscow once we got that 
far.” 

“I thought you were to do the first stretch 
alone ?” 

“I did, after they left me. It was only a case 
of posting my guard in case I needed it.” 

“Isn’t every man numbered and labeled?” 

“Yes; so are they. I^saw to it before — long be- 
fore. As I told you, there are so many thousands 
that a stranger or two can get by. But we really 
did not take any chances. The chief danger to 
me was changing from my own plane, and con- 
cealing it, into one that Karyan had waiting for 
me. Before dawn I had dropped literally thou- 
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sands of pamphlets, folders, cards and pictures 
into several of the Children’s Colonies. Oh, I 
suppose it might be considered futile, but when 
they find them they will begin by asking ques- 
tions and there will be some not afraid to answer. 
I know children, and I know that the mystery of 
dangerous secrecy will be a new game for them. 
Let them begin by playing. Grace will do the 
rest.” 

"You are risking life for what may be only a 
dream — or a hope perhaps.” 

"Was ever any Crusade more than a hope, or 
a dream? One can only do one’s best. After I 
changed back into my own plane I went to head- 
quarters and to bed. Next morning all Moscow 
was roused. A crime against the government had 
been committed. The criminal had escaped leav- 
ing as trace only seditious literature. Much of it 
had been gathered and brought in as evidence. 
Much was burned. Anyone having even a por- 
tion of the pictures or pamphlets in his or her 
possession would be seized and summarily dealt 
with. Naturally I became interested and came 
forward with many helpful suggestions for the 
man’s apprehension. A captain of the guard who 
was detailed to search with me said, ‘Whoever it 
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is, he may expect short shrift at the hands of the 
G.P.U.’ ‘Very short/ said I, as we flew off in 
the direction of Nizhni-N ovgor od.” 

“Will you go on with the rest of it ?” 

“Yes. It will take me the better part of a fort- 
night — perhaps only ten days to do what I have 
to do here. Then — the great flight.” 

“Afraid?” 

“Not any more. I’ve tasted this battle and feel 
rather like a war horse. The thing can be done. I 
wasn’t certain before. I am now.” 

She wondered at his courage. With him there 
were no half measures. Neither were there con- 
cessions where yielding meant compromise with 
conscience; a hard road indeed for a man to 
steer. It was all very well for a woman to “keep 
herself unspotted from the world.” Such spirit- 
ual isolation is part of her heritage of woman- 
hood. But for a man as much in the public eye as 
Boris, with an imperial background outside the 
Russian territory, an affiliation with the Soviet 
State inside its boundaries, popularity, great 
vogue, to be in the world and not of it was a feat 
indeed ! 

“I say, Deirdre, are you afraid to be seen 
dining with me in public ?” 
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“Why do you ask?” 

“I don’t want to involve you with the powers 
of hell.” 

“Is there danger of doing that ?” 

“There might be.” 

“I told you I was thirty. I know my world — and 
■outside it. Suppose I did become involved, would 
it hurt me ?” 

“Not you. You are above that kind of hurt. 
Dine with me at Villa Valdian to-night?” 

“I’d love to. There’s going to be a full moon. 
Villa Borghese and a full moon are rather a nice 
confederacy !” 

As far as any other people were concerned, 
Deirdre and Boris might have been alone there. 
A few scattered tourists, who had been told it 
was the thing to dine at the Villa Valdian, stared 
at the two who were plainly part of Rome. 
Deirdre, beautiful, well-dressed, was one of the 
sights for sight-seeing travelers to see, they 
thought. Few Romans had returned to town, 
none of those remaining being Deirdre’s friends. 
But in her present mood she cared little whether 
she were recognized or not. To be chattered 
about meant nothing to her. Another night they 
dined under the arches of Vulpia, and again at 
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Castello Caesare. Towards the end of the week 
when it poured a torrential rain they descended 
to Alfredo’s, that paradise of spring and winter 
sojourner in Rome. But they only breathed when 
they emerged into purer air. 

The last night found them quite by themselves 
on the long terrace of the Park Hotel at Frascati. 
They had driven out about twilight and around 
by way of Grotta Ferrata and its gardens, and 
had seen the White Nuns working in the vine- 
yards. 

“Did you ever hear about Passiflore?” Deirdre 
asked. 

. “Who is she?” 

“A Japanese girl, brought up with Joan Kaye. 
She turned out to be a really famous sculptress, 
and gave it all up to become one of these; then 
went out to Kobe, I think, where she is doing a 
wonderful apostolate among her own people.” 

“Another case of the ‘seed that must die lest 
itself remain alone’ ? Perhaps it is the case of all 
of us who see a job and do it. Pretty much alone,” 
Boris answered. 

All the way down the Campagna through ilex 
and cypress trees fireflies glistened. An interval, 
and -they seemed to transform themselves into 
the myriad twinkling lights of the city below. 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 427 

The air was like that, filled with transformation, 
magical, serene too, as Deirdre in her calm 
beauty hid a beating heart beneath a mask of 
serenity. 

But the soul of the Russian, faced with a more 
cruel fate perhaps than the death that in human 
life is inevitable, cried out its isolation, even 
there, in the midst of plenty. 

“I wonder — I wonder if you realize — how 
frightfully alone I find myself ” 

“Need you be?” Boris caught himself and 
laughed. 

“Rather.” 

“But why? You have thousands of friends. 
Rome is full of them, even now, if you would 
look them up. And here, all about you. You can 
see the walls and the roofs from where we are. 
See, Boris, a little way up the hill is Marchese 
Silardi’s villa. Just beyond it haven’t you often 
seen the palazzo of the old Commander of the 
Noble Guard, Conte Dumolini? And the pink one 
on the other side of the road is Conte Zelvestri’s. 
He was married not long ago and has a lovely 
little French wife. Any of them would welcome 
you with open arms. ’ 

“Once, perhaps. Not now.” 

“Is there such a difference? Your friends 
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know who you are and why you are doing what 
you do. They take the risk if they are friends. 
If not, what does it matter ?” 

“That's the point. Am I putting them in dan- 
ger? I’ve put you in danger, Deirdre. Forgive 

- 99 

me. 

“There's nothing to forgive. Perhaps I asked 
for the danger.” 

“I think I am a little sorry I exposed you to 
it.” 

“Don’t you trust me? — yet?” 

“More than anyone on earth.” 

“Then — trust me with an understanding of 
your loneliness. Let it go at that. Words are not 
necessary.” She was one of those rare women 
content to carry the burden of those she loved 
without any thought of recompense. What Boris 
had always been in her life she was content he 
should remain. This last holiday, for to her the 
ten days had indeed been holiday, had been the 
most exciting period of all her life. Not even the 
old days with her father in the embassies where 
she was the center of all attraction, could com- 
pare with it. She thought of herself as Victorian 
in her sentiment and laughed and would not tell 
Boris why she laughed. 
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Naturally she had wondered whether it was 
with him as with her. Now she was certain he 
cared. And then an unsuspected childlikeness in 
her heart asserted itself and decided that since 
he did, she would rather he said nothing what- 
ever about it. There was joy enough in knowing. 
To talk about it would spoil it. 

“I’d not meant to tell you what I did, Deirdre. 
There’s nothing more appallingly lonely than to 
be the center of a Soviet mob that hates what one 
loves, and loves what one hates and to be dumb 
and powerless in both cases. I really did not mean 
to cry out, Deirdre.” 

The calmness of her voice, her attitude of 
mind, were like myrrh and oil to an open wound. 

“I know. I understand everything. Don’t be 
afraid, ever afraid, to come to me with things 
that trouble you. But there is something you 
must know. Whenever this loneliness comes over 
you, remember that you have told me, and that 
I never forget. Never, Boris. That if the pres- 
ence, only in spirit, but presence none the less, of 
someone who knows and is filled with — compas- 
sion — could help, even a little, you are never 
without it, never day or night without it.” A little 
frightened at her own temerity, she added, “You 
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know I am not alone in this. Hansi gives you the 
same and Niko.” 

“Camouflage !” He took her two hands in his. 
“You know what you’ve told me? You didn’t 
have to bring in Hansi and old Niko. I know I 
have what they give. But what I wanted was 
what you’ve told me, oh you child whom I 
thought to be a woman grown !” 

She laughed a little, too, and drew her hands 
away. “Perhaps you are mistaken, Boris” — and 
seeing his eyes added quickly — “just a little. 
Listen — don’t speak.” 

Down below, peasants were singing as they 
swung up the road from the fields. Addio a 
Napoli — Santa Lucia — O Sole Mio — then a rol- 
licking Giovanezza 

“That’s what it is, Boris. That, and the fra- 
grance — and that we are in Italy — and the last 
night — before you go — You see I understand it 
— and us so well. Don’t say anything more. I 
want to remember to-night just as it is.” 

“You are telling me, in other words, that you 
are thirty — since about a month, and I am thirty- 
five, and that even people of our mature years 
have been known to say too much when there is 
a moon and Italian peasants sing. Am I right?” 
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“A bit.” 

“Well, then, because I am not willing to leave 
Rome without saying what I must, you will have 
to bear with me a few moments longer anyway. 
You know as well as I that I must go to-morrow 
morning, but I swear to you I will go happier if 
you only let me speak.” 

“I can’t keep you from saying what is in your 
mind.” 

“It’s not long. All my life I’ve looked for you, 
and now I’ve found you. There are no littlenesses 
in the bigness and depth of the pool that is you. 
If I were a boy I would say of — love, it is beauti- 
ful and wonderful and I must have it. I’m not a 
boy and I may not have it — yet. But it is wonder 
incarnate, and a beauty as eternal as the Eternal 
City at our feet. Yet, I am not free to so much 
as hold your hand.” 

“No one knows better than I just how unfree 
you are. And now we’ll go back. You under- 
stand, and I understand, and neither of us has 
said anything we are going to regret to-morrow 
or ever. Is it a bargain ?” 

“Bargain — till my job over that jolly old fron- 
tier is done and I come home — please notice that 
word, Deirdre. ,# 
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“I noticed it.” 

Except for a wine cart or two, sleeping driver, 
a dog, a horse trusting to Providence, the road 
back to Rome was deserted. From over the wall- 
tops an unearthly fragrance dropped to the high- 
way. The carabinieri did not so much as stir as 
they drove through the gates. Even Via Sistina 
was quiet as the tomb and there wasn’t a sound on 
the Piazza Trinita. 

They stopped at her door. 

“When am I to begin to watch for you ?” 

“In a month. I may be held at headquarters to 
investigate the next crimes to be committed by 
the mysterious counter-revolutionist. If I don’t 
come — say, in five weeks, that will give us a little 
longer time, send them word.” 

“I promise.” She held out her hand. The light 
from an electric arc fell full on her face. “God be 
with you.” 

He stood watching till she went in and the 
door behind her closed. Then Boris walked to the 
steps and down. Such blessed steps! How old 
they must be! How worn with the passing of 
many feet ! A line from Oxenham’s “Fiery 
Cross” flashed to his mind — “And some — came 
back.” 



CHAPTER XXV 


“God keep you. Bird-man in your plane 
Up there! * 

Your wings upbear, your heart sustain! 

Give you good flight and oversight. 

And bring you safe to earth again !” 

John Oxenham 

Fourteen" days had passed. He had said a month 
— but to count five weeks. Every day, Deirdre 
lived the five weeks through. A wild idea came, 
to make a hurried journey to Danzig. It might 
keep her mind off the danger line. She could re- 
port Feodor's progress to Niko at any rate. But 
suppose Boris should return to Rome while she 
was away? Joan Kaye would know what to do 
if he did. She ran across the Piazza to Joan's 
little house. She found her in the studio putting 
the finishing touches to a picture of a group of 
children. They were playing in the sunshine 
around the fountains of Villa Lancellotti. 

“Deirdre! You are early. What is it all about? 
You look anxious, my dear." 

433 



434 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

Under too great a strain to sit down quietly 
and talk it over — there was a train leaving for 
Germany at noon — Deirdre stood looking at the 
painting. “It’s glorious. Some day I want you to 
do a portrait for me. No — ” as Joan cried out 
with delight. She had always longed to paint 
Deirdre. “Not of me, for me. But we’ll let that 
go. Listen, Joan Kaye, advise me. I can’t tell you 
much ; only this ; Hansi — Hansi has written that 
she wants me to be here in case Boris de Kasat- 
kin should come to Rome. She thinks he might 
feel rather alone.” At which amazement was 
plainly visible in Joan’s expressive eyes. “Oh, yes, 
I know, but I am staid and comfortable and 
Hansi would like me to take care of him as she 
would do. I must go to Germany — for a day or 
two. If he should come while I am gone, will 
you and Donald take my place ?” 

“Why not? He could stay here if he cared to. 
Small as we look we have plenty of room. The 
house always seems empty without the children. 
Just leave word with your maid — or a letter for 
Boris. Right?” 

“Right. And thank you. I don’t like to fail 
Hansi. We are such old friends.” She bent and 
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kissed Joan on the cheek. But all the same she 
left Joan wondering why a service to Hansi, how- 
ever much they all loved Hansi, could mean so 
very much to Deirdre Leith. 

And then, after a long and wearying journey 
all the way to Danzig, Deirdre learned that Feo- 
dor with the consent of his guardians — had been 
sent back to the center of the country. She would 
find him at Kassel. 

“Now just why is that? And why does he say 
guardians, not parents ?” Deirdre wondered. She 
asked to see the great doctor who had had charge 
of the case. 

“I am such a very old friend of the family that 
I have traveled from Rome to see him. Can you 
tell me if it was possible to do anything with the 
boy?” 

“A very great deal. But I regret it is not in my 
province to give you the information you ask. 
We only do so at the request of the guardians 
and parents. Perhaps at Kassel — if you will fur- 
nish identification ” 

Deirdre, politely furious, thanked him and went 
her way. That very hour she wired Hansi to 
send a letter at once to the hospital in Kassel. 
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The route by way of Leipsig was even more 
fatiguing than the first long stretch. But her 
message to Hansi bore fruit. 

She was received with courtesy. Before send- 
ing for Feodor she was taken into one of the 
doctor’s offices where the case was explained. 
Eight months before, it had been decided after 
many consultations to perform an operation for 
tumor on the brain. No. The boy had not been 
born an imbecile. But there was no one to tell 
how the case could have developed. Some minor 
things had been done at once, tonsils, adenoids. 
The major operation was performed by the great- 
est surgeon in Germany. And it was successful. 

The only cure, now, appeared to be a slow con- 
valescence in the proper climate and the right 
environment. 

“We were almost certain from the beginning 
that the disease was one that could be remedied 
by the knife, but we preferred not to hazard any 
opinion that might not prove in the end an ac- 
curate diagnosis. We wanted to return this young 
man to his parents, normal and well, a useful 
citizen of whatever country he might care to 
claim.” There was the faintest twinkle in the 
kindly physician’s eyes as he added: 
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“It is rather difficult, these days, the' accurate 
determination of a nationality!” 

However, when Deirdre saw the boy about 
whom only the most hopeless and discouraging 
reports had been given, she marveled at a skill 
that could bring a being less than nothing into 
a normal, human, sentient if not particularly in- 
telligent human creature. 

Of medium height with night-black hair and 
eyes that blinked a little as though the light of day 
were still too strong for them, he stood, awkward 
enough and rather painfully shy, but willing, and 
able in the simplest of words to answer questions 
she put him in German as monosyllabic as his 
own. He had been ill a long time. No, he did not 
remember his parents. He had no recollection of 
being in Russia. 

Did he remember anyone — called — Ilya? 

He had shaken his head at that. The name 
meant nothing. He did remember wondering 
what made his hands so hard and so ingrained 
with black. He had looked at the hands of other 
children and their palms were soft and rosy. No, 
he did not know what a coal mine meant. He had 
never as far as he knew wheeled a coal-barrow. 
Indeed, he had never been out in the open ex- 
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cept when the children were taken sometimes 
to play in a park, or to walk in the public gardens. 
That is, the ones strong enough to do so. 

“What is the first thing you remember, Feo- 
dor?” 

He twisted his fingers together and looked 
shyly up at her. 

“A big room and glass. The sun came in. Men, 
I think doctors, were there. They wore white 
suits. A nurse fed me and washed me. She put 
me to bed and got me up. Then I went riding in 
a train.” 

“Didn’t you ever — wonder what went be- 
fore?” But at that he seemed quite indifferent. 
“No. Why?” 

“No real reason. But you are happy?” 

Oh, yes, he was happy. They were good to him. 
Would he care to go to school and learn how to 
read and write? 

He did go to school. A kind professor came 
and taught him, all by himself. But now for a 
week he had been taken out each day to a place 
where boys slow to learn were taught in a class. 
Life was wonderful. There was so much to see. 
They had shown him a zoological garden where 
there were birds and animals. Sometimes he 
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went with one of the nurses to a church. He 
loved it. The music was soft and gentle and he 
liked the smell of blue smoke that came out of a 
gold basket on a long chain. He liked the can- 
dles — 

What would he want to do when he grew up ? 
He had never thought. It must be fine to run a 
train. 

Would he like to have a mother and father 
like so many of the children in the hospital? The 
wisdom of his answer amazed Deirdre. 

“Yes. But not yet. I have a mother and father. 
They are in France. Far away. When I can read 
and write I will go to them. I will take my doctor 
and my nurse and my professor and his wife 
with me.” 

What a story she would have to tell Boris 
about her visit to Germany! And how Nikolai 
and Hansi would rejoice at the outcome of their 
kind-heartedness! It would have been a worth- 
while way of telling Ilya they were grateful! 

Deirdre told the child good-by, and then went 
out and bought him whatever she thought he 
might want or need. She got him clothing, though 
he was well clad, a game or two, and the most 
elementary of books. Then because she wanted 
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to see his pleasure, she returned carrying her 
gifts with her, and was well rewarded. When 
finally she went away he felt rich in another 
possession than clothes and games and books. 
The lady who knew his parents and had come all 
the way from Rome had left in him the astound- 
ing consciousness that he had a friend. This was 
a great thing to tell the other children. “A friend 
makes life good,” he said. 

But Deirdre again in her apartment, found no 
news of Boris. Once more she began her rounds 
from Via Paulina to the churches, from one 
Basilica to another, back to Via Paulina. To be 
with his people seemed being closer to him. On 
his return he was certain to come first to Ilansi’s 
house. Missing her there he would go to the 
apartment on Piazza Trinita dei Monte. 

In Moscow an inquiry was being set on foot. 
Some flyer — flying dark — was spreading revolt. 
An edict had gone forth some months since that 
unless food were procured from public kitchens, 
there would be no food consumed. And to pro- 
cure the food, workers’ tickets must be shown. 
Now it appeared that out over the mining town 
of Tula, where there were women unable to 
work, wives of the miners, and some sick men, 
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packages of food, sausages, meat, bread, even 
tea and sugar had been miraculously distributed. 
Bread and meat had been discovered lying about 
the workers’ quarters of the petroleum districts 
of Groznyi and Kakhetten and Baku, and flour 
and sugar at Astrakhan where the salt workers 
who remembered their Bible thought it might be 
manna from Heaven fallen in answer to secret 
prayer. Who knows ? Perhaps it was. Heaven has 
a way of answering the plea of the children of 
God in ways that are natural and quite normal 
when one looks closely. At Nikopol where the 
manganese laborers were grown gaunt and fierce 
with hunger and overwork, they fell on the food 
as wild beasts might fall on prey, and looked for 
more. What wonder all these were dumb when 
questioned? Dumb and stupid and unable even to 
point to the direction in which their good angel 
had flown! The same mysterious hand did its 
work of mercy all adown the sweep of Ural 
Mountains through the gold regions, and where 
petroleum, iron ore and mica were brought to 
the surface. It had taken weeks to reach them, 
and back to the source of supplies; for once 
Boris discovered it could be done and that the 
life of the doer was not necessarily forfeit, he 
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gathered his crusaders together in a mighty ef- 
fort. With food for the bodies went food for the 
souls. Some of the workers could read and, in the 
silent watches, gave the message. There were 
pictures for the simple-minded peasant, just as 
there were pictures for the children of the 
Colonies. 

For the first time in their lives many of them 
learned that Ten Commandments had been given 
Moses written on tablets of stone, and that what 
God said in the Beginning, God meant to the 
End. Truth and God never change. Some of them 
prior to the year 1917 had been taught these 
things and had forgotten. With the first words, 
memory of that time rushed back upon them with 
its simplicity, peace, security. The very young, 
imprisoned in darkness since their earliest recol- 
lection, began to visualize liberty with Light. The 
idea of another world appealed to them. They 
had been taught by the Soviet that life is extin- 
guished by death. Life, untrammeled, free from 
labor, free from tyrannical abuse. Life, that 
never ends ! 

This Cross they had been taught to abuse was 
the sign of liberty, of salvation! It must be a 
great enemy to the Cheka since the Cheka set 
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it up as a symbol of opprobrium, and it must be 
strong! No one would abuse that which had no 
power! And so, little by little, even slaves began 
to think. “Savior of the world, save Russia!” 
“The Pope is our father,” they said. “He is our 
friend. He is the only one who cares what be- 
comes of us. Let us honor him. Let us believe 
what he teaches. We must no longer abuse Christ 
on the Cross. The Pope, who is our father, takes 
the place on earth of Christ.” 

The House of Death, Lubyanka II, took 
notice. 

“An unknown flyer accompanied by a number 
of planes indeterminate, charged with treason, 
plotting against the State, sedition. Charged 
with treachery to the Five Year Plan 

“Boris Sendel, as chief of the airmen’s division 
of secret information, what have you to report ?” 

“That an excavation of the Vologda cave-in 
some twelve months ago discovered the body of 
Karsky Maximov and the superintendent of the 
mine. The body of Ilya Nadson, first wife of 
Nikolai Vladimir, was not unearthed, nor that 
of her son.” 

“What has this to do with the act of treason on 
the part of a flying corps?” 
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“Nothing except that Maximov and Vladimir 
were captains of the Secret Service flying corps 
and that the districts visited by the criminals 
were the districts allotted to their planes. I find 
no trace of Vladimir.” 

“The Ispolkom of the G.P.U. is aware of the 
enmity between Vladimir and Maximov. Natu- 
rally Vladimir cannot have caused the accident 
by which Maximov was killed, but it is possible 
that Maximov might have been the cause of the 
disappearance of Vladimir. The body of the first 
wife was found shot. There were no witnesses. 
Maximov resented our action in marrying Vlad- 
imir to the Kasatkin woman, once the orders had 
gone through that he was to bring her to us for 
that one purpose. Every man of the flying corps 
is suspect until this affair is cleared.” 

“If I might suggest, since Captain Vladimir 
is not to be found, and Maximov is dead, what 
corps has been appointed to fly their territory?” 

On the judge’s bench there was some dis- 
turbance. Boris taking advantage of this, 
added: “Whatever flying corps was able to get 
as far inland as this one and escape, probably 
made its way out over the Baltic.” 
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Then Zemnarkom, acting Commissar for the 
G.P.U., turned white with rage. 

“It is you who are appointed to prevent crim- 
inal negligence on the part of the flying police. 
You speak as a man in league with the traitors.” 

“S.V.R.” Boris whispered in his heart, “Savior 
of the world, save Russia — •” Then, careless of 
results, as others had been careless — in the long 
ago of martyred Christians, he answered: 

“I have flown for years in the name of the 
Secret Police, once the Ochrana was dissolved. 
I do my work as I see fit. What I report must 
be taken or left.” 

Karyan and Maroff, one on each side the door 
of exit, as though unconsciously, put their hands 
on the cross-sword hilts at their belts and Boris 
saw. Not to go too far. That was what it meant. 
He bit his lip and stood silent. 

“You address the Narkomjust in terms of a 
caste that has ceased to exist. It would be wiser 
to select your words with greater care. You are 
in Lubyanka II. If you observe the floor of this 
room you will perceive that it is carpeted with 
blood. Men have died for less than the words you 
use to us.” 
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The guard had taken pains to exclude from the 
room everyone not connected with the Secret 
Service or the soldiery. There were compara- 
tively few to hear what was said, and these few 
were sworn to secrecy. 

“Let it be understood that the grave offense 
that has been committed not only endangers 
Communism, but the life of the Soviet State. 
You are all aware that only through the success- 
ful outcome of the Five Year Plan is the State 
to continue its existence. Now the children of 
the Mezen Colony are in complete rebellion. They 
were loyalists. 

“Men and women of the mining districts are 
clamoring that the churches be reopened. The 
one great essential to the Soviet State is the 
complete annihilation of religion. All religion. 
Since the spread of seditious literature our sub- 
jects refuse to spit at the crucifix. This is the 
first open rebellion since, vested with the author- 
ity of office, we succeeded in doing away with 
the superstitions of Roman, Greek and Russian, 
Uniat, Syrian churches, as well as Protestant. 
We have closed the synagogues.” Then the ul- 
timatum : “Unless the traitors are brought to us 
within the next forty-eight hours, you, Boris 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 447 

Sendel, will be held hostage in the cell of the 
condemned. Have you anything to say? You 
seem to have spoken your mind freely enough. 
Is there more?” 

One of the guards stepped backward and, as if 
by accident, a chair fell with a clatter. Boris 
turned as they all looked around. Karyan had 
evidently done the impossible. The faces in that 
cordon of guards were for the most part those 
of men whom Boris had helped to cross the lines. 

“I can swear to the truth of my report what- 
ever it is to be. But I cannot swear on nothing. 
There are no Bibles.” 

“Swear on your sword.” 

He laid his hand on the hilt of his dagger. “I 
swear that I am guilty of no crime. Whatever I 
have done in the course of my service has been 
solely for the good of all the Russias.” 

“If you are lying, you know the penalty.” 

Boris smiled then. What did it matter? “I 
understand. I still insist that my attitude is one 
of entire loyalty to my own people.” Then Maroff 
caught his breath. Sendel had made a mistake. 
One of the men who had flown with him, Dimi- 
troff, sought to catch his eye and failed. 

“Your own people? You are listed Austrian.” 
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“My father was Russian.” Everything that 
had ever happened to him in the whole course of 
his life passed in a second before his mind. Also 
that there were a score of cross hilts to defend 
him— but what would they be among millions? 
Then the subcurrent— “Christ come to my aid. 
God help me save my country. Thy will, not 
mine, be done.” 

Dimitroff had drawn closer and stood at his 
right. Karyan and Maroff were still at the door. 
Oddly enough it did not occur to the Commissar 
that Sendel was not a Russian name, and that 
if he told the truth about his father, his name 
was not Sendel. It was a small advantage, but 
Boris caught at it. 

“Perhaps you object to the rulings of the 
U.S.S.R. ?” 

“If I tell you I approve the laws, you would 
not believe me. You say that all flyers are sus- 
pect. I can only repeat, as I swore before, that 
whatever I have done, whatever I say, is for the 
good of the State. Since you allow me to speak — 
always with my hand on the hilt of my dagger, I 
say the State is making a grave mistake.” 

There was consternation in the room. A glance 
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passed between the members of the Narkomjust. 
Then the Commissar answered: 

“If what you tell is not treason it need not in- 
criminate you.” 

“It is almost too late for anything I can say 
to be of use. The error of the Soviet State began 
too far back. You are losing vast sums of money 
that might have been saved. You are importing 
foreign labor, paying foreign prices to engineers, 
scientists, technical experts, master foresters, 
practical gardeners, farmers, chemists, manu- 
facturers, and even in some cases administrative 
officers. In the beginning, our own Russians, men 
of education and ability who would have filled 
these places, were killed, shot off. They may have 
been nobles, they may have been bourgeois, but 
they were skilled in what they knew. In my 
capacity as Secret Service agent, I have often 
wondered at the shortsightedness of the State, 
that would put to death a man who could have 
been of greatest use to it, purely because of an 
accident of birth. I merely express this as the 
opinion of one man who has made the betterment 
of Russia his life’s study.” 

The Committee stirred. There was truth in 
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what he said. Boris, quick to perceive his ad- 
vantage, went on: “We find ourselves in a 
cul-de-sac. We possess iron, steel, mercury and 
tungsten, chromium and lead. Either we pay 
millions of chervonetzi to the imported laborers, 
or lose months in an attempt to show our peasant 
population how to work these mines. And we 
import the men who teach them. How many 
months has it not taken us to build railroads into 
these districts ? How many more to extract their 
products? Again I say, our own skilled citizens 
would have known how to go about it years ago. 
But they are dead. The men imported could not 
be punished for delays or errors, because if they 
were, their governments would rise against us 
and demand retribution.” 

“The time is coming in which we shall fear no 
governments.” 

“They can boycott us and all our industries. 
.They can sink our ships and our exports.” 

Again the semi-imperceptible stir. 

“Child labor is employed. Here we are again 
at grave fault. Give the child an education to fit 
it to take the place of the scientists, engineers 
and the rest. Oh, I grant you, there are the mixed 
academies and schools which, in destroying the 



SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 451 

morale of the children, deprive them of the power 
to produce. You are breaking the backs of girls 
at tasks never intended for women to do. The 
women are crushed beneath unnatural burdens, 
metals, clay. It is impossible to create machines 
out of living organism. You will probably arrest 
me for what I am about to say.” 

“So far, what you tell us has sense. Continue.” 

“In depriving the State of religion, you have 
destroyed the morality of the children as well as 
of the women and men. I except those who re- 
member the principles of religion. This, I speak 
from a purely economic standpoint, has weak- 
ened, is weakening, your defenses.” 

Somewhere there was a sharp intake of breath, 
but Boris went on : 

“You are constantly in fear of deception. The 
only force in the history of the world strong 
enough to prevent deception, lying, stealing, im- 
morality which you encourage and which is the 
death of a nation, is religion. The Soviet State 
began by destroying it, the only force that could 
save it. What kind of citizens are the children of 
children from twelve to sixteen years of age 
going to make? They are being born not by 
hundreds of thousands but by millions. Where is 



452 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

the food to feed them? And a large proportion 
is imbecile. The next fifty years will show the 
world a strangely decadent country or I’m very 
much mistaken. You will find the cure for all 
your anxieties in the Ten Commandments. Don’t 
you suppose that if you made the Five Year Plan 
a matter of ethics, it would fly ahead like the 
wind? I am thirty-five years old. I know what 
these Ten Commandments you complain of hav- 
ing been dropped to the people mean. There is 
one, the Fourth Commandment, which compels 
loyalty. Oh, not only to parents, but to every 
rightly vested authority, ‘in all that is not sin.’ 
You bring back to the State the command of 
God to obey that State where it is in the right, 
and see what religion does !” 

“Perhaps he is right. Shall we allow him to 
continue ?” 

“Yes. We are only a few. It can do no harm. 
And he might — give us an idea.” 

Boris leaned forward in his eagerness. Drops 
of sweat stood on his forehead. He was pleading 
not for his own life. That was of little enough 
value. He was pleading for the millions that were 
to make or break the country that was marking 
time between life and obliteration. 
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“Bring back the Christ and show the peasants 
and all the people what the Man-God did for 
them. Teach them to be like Him. Don’t you sup- 
pose they would serve with a will? I’m not talk- 
ing sentiment. I’m talking sense. I’m talking 
sound economics. Give them back their Sunday. 
Give them back their churches. Bring back such 
bishops as have not been killed. Give the chil- 
dren to their parents. The idea of establishing 
expensive colonies for them and making them 
into robots is false economy. But do it soon. Do 
it now, before the sense of motherhood and 
fatherhood has died out. Children born of love 
make good citizens. You may have to extend 
your Five Year Plan to ten, or even twenty 
years. Don’t you realize that in addition to the 
civil good, you will earn the respect of every 
government? The United States refuses to ac- 
knowledge us. She has a strong sense of right- 
eousness inherited from her first colonists. You 
need the United States. You will get her, if you 
gain her respect. Not before. 

“I am one of you. And I say, teach our Rus- 
sian people to know and love God and to love 
each other as we love ourselves. Then on my 
word I promise you, that Russia will stand sec- 



454 SILVER TRUMPETS CALLING 

ond to none in the breadth and width of the 
world. 

“Now you may do with me whatever you like.” 

A long silence was succeeded by a whispered 
council of the men on the Commissar’s bench. 

As to Boris, he looked neither to the right nor 
to the left. He had spoken. The plea was one he 
would gladly have given his life to make. He 
was not taken. For the first time since Lenin, the 
combined brains of both Narkomjust and Nar- 
komindel, the People’s Commissariat for Justice 
and for Foreign Affairs, were befuddled. The 
man’s speech at least had common sense. 

“Until the Commission has pronounced a ver- 
dict you are under orders to continue the search 
for the missing planes. What you have said will 
be taken under consideration and referred to the 
highest in authority.” 

The Court was dismissed. 

Boris, almost unconscious, saluted, turned on 
his heels mechanically and left the room. 

One guardsman whose sword-hilt was a cross, 
turned to his fellow guardsman. 

“God — or Antichrist?” he whispered. 

“Only God knows — ” answered the other 
soldier-priest. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

‘"Wherever vision of the Light disturbs the sleeping souls 
of men. 

Night trails away its shadowy flight, and Christ is born 
again . 

— Where one foul thing is purged away, and Life de- 
livered of one stain. 

Love rims with gold the coming day, and Christ is born 
again ” 

John Oxen ham 

At San Silvestro’s the lights were burning low. 
Now and then one heard the drip, drip of wax 
as it fell from votive candles. Here and there 
were lingering people, praying. Two or three 
were the inevitable “little women in black.” Like 
Mere Chablis. One by one they rose to go their 
various ways, pausing to genuflect before the 
King in residence. The sanctuary lamp was a 
silver angel holding high the flame, and the flame 
was prisoned in ruby glass; ruby for the blood 
of the Lamb, sacrificed for love. All the people 
must remember that. Christ God, the Father’s 
Envoy, died on a cross for love of every human 
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creature. For love of every human creature He is 
incarcerate. Sometimes people forget. 

Deirdre Leith, this last day of waiting, had in 
her anxiety driven from Via Paulina and appre- 
hensive emigres across the winding Tiber to 
Piazza San Pietro where she dismissed her 
carozza. She walked slowly up the incline. No 
matter how slowly she walked, the time dragged. 
Once beneath the Dome she went directly to the 
glowing golden flowers semicircled above the 
first Fisherman’s tomb, then down by Veronica’s 
stairway to that of Pius X. Devotion had scattered 
flowers on the white surface. Love had lighted 
candles beside it. 

Restless she went out again into the sun that 
was dropping now. Her carozza was waiting 
over at the far colonnades, but this time she felt 
she must hurry, so she jumped into a waiting 
taxi. 

“San Silvestro in Capite,” she cried. 

Father Wulstan might still be in his confes- 
sional. She knelt with the rest. After what 
seemed hours, the sacristan came to her. “We 
are about to close the church, Signorina.” 

“I’m waiting for Father Wulstan.” 

“I regret. They have all gone.” 
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“Thank you, Brother.” Exhausted she rose to 
her feet. She would stop at the post office next 
door to send her telegram. She might wait an- 
other day. But — suppose Boris were in danger? 
The burden was great, the responsibility over- 
whelming. When Nikolai came she would tell 
him how it was with her and Boris. 

As she passed the darkening loggia, a figure 
detached itself from the night. It stood a moment 
at the gate. Then whoever it was, gaunt, white, 
hurried to her. He had to speak before she knew 
who he was. 

“Deirdre ” 

“It can’t — oh, it can’t be — Boris ? Thank God ! 
Thank God! — I’d put it off — all day till now. I 
was on my way to send for Niko.” 

“I thought you might. Your maid told me you’d 
gone to Hansi’s house. I went first to you. Then 
at Via Paulina they said you had been there and 
spoke of coming here — I rushed off ” 

“And here you are.” They both laughed, the 
tension broken. 

“You’ll come home with me now. By the way — 
have you had anything to eat to-day? You don’t 
look as if you had.” 

“Perhaps. I don’t know. I believe somewhere 
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there was something. I'm not hungry — but I’ll 
smoke with you.” 

They sat beside the open window looking out 
over the world. Deirdre did not even trouble to 
light a lamp. Down below on the Piazza the great 
arc glowed. It was enough. Nor did they speak at 
first. It sufficed for Deirdre to know him 
safe — for how long? But safe while they were 
together — away from Via Gaeta. All Boris 
wanted was to look through clouding smoke at 
the parting of her brown hair where she bent 
to set flame to the cigarette at which she puffed 
once or twice. Then she crushed it in an ash tray 
and leaned back. What white hands she had. 
How capable they seemed, and strong. 

“I suppose you know I would not be here at 
all unless the plan had succeeded.” 

“I suppose not. I am afraid to ask — how?” 

“I went on trial. I was my own defense. And 
I was the defense of my people. My Russia.” 

At that, she got up and came closer. Something 
of a privilege to be the friend of a hero and 
martyr! Though naturally this was a suggestion 
she kept locked in the silence of her heart. There 
was a little tapestry footstool at his feet and she 
sat there where she could watch the shining light 
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that fell from outside the window on his face, her 
own in deep shadow. 

“Now, tell me.” 

And so, from beginning to end, such ending 
as had brought him safely out of the land of 
bondage, he told her all the story. But of any 
vision of ultimate conclusion, outcome alone of 
his brave stand, he said nothing. Unless Deirdre 
were given light above all human light to see, 
he did not think it his province to illumine her. 
For never yet had Boris felt himself so small an 
atom in the working out of the Divine Plan as in 
this moment of finished achievement. 

He knew, and knowing looked beyond and 
thought to see, throughout the length and breadth 
of Russia’s vastness, the most sublime victory 
that ever should have come to any world. He 
saw glory reach to her when she should rise in 
her exalted might to first defy and then defeat 
the Antichrist within her gates. And all was to 
be done by a Soviet State converted, inspired. 
Soviet risen to Samite, while the Savior of the 
Universe would bend His thorn-crowned head 
to the salvation of Russia. 

“Father, forgive!” 

When the peasants, out of a morass of hope- 
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less anguish, cried: “See how the Pope is the 
only one who cares for his peasants,” not even 
knowing quite who the Pope might be, they 
started a campaign of faith in fatherliness. In- 
deed, until through some mysterious channel the 
Holy Father’s message of compassion reached 
them, they had well-nigh come to the borderland 
of despair, stolid though the unknowing con- 
ceived them to be. 

If, looking from His throne of the cross to 
Dismus, Christ saw in that sin-stained, mur- 
derous countenance the beauty of a penitent, 
what beauty must He not have seen in the inno- 
cent souls, the pathetic ignorances of the Rus- 
sian countrymen ? The innocent, the penitent, two 
castes destined to see Jehovah in His glory! 

Oh, there was so infinitely much to tell on 
Boris’ side, and Deirdre’s! 

But in what she recounted about her flight to 
Germany and the boy Feodor there was some- 
thing she could not foresee. How could she tell 
that the seed of such learning as he could ab- 
sorb in the German town was one day to bring 
him to the Bishop of Kassel. There he would 
make his own application for Orders, and with 
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the full consent of the two who had adopted him 
as their son. 

“I would never be able to preach, your Lord- 
ship. I began to learn later than most.” 

“You know pity, do you not, my child?” 

“Oh, yes. I know pity. It comes — a lump in my 
breast whenever I see someone suffering. I un- 
derstand suffering. I think our Lord must have 
had that pain in His breast all the while He lived 
on earth.” 

“Why, my boy?” 

“Because there never was a man or boy that 
did not have to be pitied for his cross, or for 
his own littleness. He saw the hearts. We only 
see the tears. From what I learned in the hospi- 
tal about myself — before I woke to be like other 
boys — I know He must have pitied me. He had 
great mercy to me, your Lordship. I know now 
I might have been killed like those others. Like 
my mother. I want to be like Him. I want to 
show great mercy to make up for the men in 
Russia who show no mercy. I could be a good 
friend to the peasants. Oh, I don’t ask to be a 
priest. I’m not fit. But I could be some kind of 
Brother. Like Saint Francis. He was every- 
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body’s Brother. And he understood suffering 
too.” 

“You know you will run the risk of martyr- 
dom ?” 

“Risk? Didn’t He say something about laying 
down a life for a friend? Many have done it be- 
fore me. I’m not afraid.” 

But Feodor’s story, too, was to be written 
later, much later. Then it should be honored in 
a wonder-way, doves carried in procession, and 
a silver loaf and golden, and Cardinals and Pope 
and thousands of people of all worlds to set the 
seal of the Church upon his sanctity, the little 
peasant of Ulianovsk who knew what pity was. 

Perhaps it would be because Feodor had been 
so honored that the marvel-march of many chil- 
dren would take place, children out of the 
Colonies about the plains of Archangelsk, and 
from the Ural Mountains. All kinds of children 
were to come, boys with guns on their shoulders 
and crucifixes in their hands, little girls with 
babies at their breasts and a desire for good- 
ness in their hearts and a plea for mercy on 
their lips. Peasant men and women would join 
the hordes crying for a return of religion to pre- 
vent such deep indignity to the helpless and the 
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weak. “They told us to insult the crucifix. Then, 
somehow out of Heaven pictures fell to where 
we lived, pictures of a good Man who died on a 
cross for all the children of the world. Someone 
gave us books that showed us how that good Man 
lived. He was God too, you know. How could 
we insult Him when He did all this for us ? How 
could we do evil things when He only wanted us 
for Heaven ? He would have fed us and sheltered 
us in our father’s and mother’s homes. He would 
have taught us the difference between right and 
wrong. He would have showed us what to do 
for our country to make it better, and to make 
all the people happy. But they drove Him out. 
They made us, His little children, scorn Him, 
revile Him, spit on Him, not knowing. So why 
should He care enough to come back unless some- 
one invites Him? But we shall invite Him. We 
are millions on millions. They don’t dare keep 
Him out. We want Him. We will have Him.” 

They were to pour in from the Caucasus and 
the country bordering on Poland and Lithuania, 
Esthonia and the fringes of Germany, down 
through Siberia and the wastelands, crying: 

“They have lied to us. Come ! They have cruci- 
fied us. Come! They have stolen from us. Come! 
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Bring back the good Christ ! He is the One Who 
died for us, not they. Carry His cross as high as 
you can, as far as you can. Follow Him, because 
He alone is the Savior of the world Who will 
save Russia!” 

Oh, silver trumpets calling, calling the cohorts 
of Destiny! 

Perhaps they saw a little, these two so de- 
termined to be part of the apostolate, where 
individuals they knew would form a part of the 
uprising. There would be the Cardinal-Arch- 
bishop of Paris whose sword was gentle kind- 
ness, whose shield, humility. There would be 
Mere Chablis and her kind — all the “little women 
in black,” — independent through their childlike 
trust in One. Mere Chablis should not have ceased 
her patriotic restitution to France with only 
three thousand aristocrats! That bonnet rouge 
above her mantelshelf should have paid for its 
stitches a thousand times three thousand times, 
though not until the old woman’s spirit, turned 
young, should be gathering roses and muguets in 
Paradise ! 

There would be Mikail and Iskra, themselves a 
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clarion call to myriad children, hope of reawak- 
ened nations. There would be many and many 
a Baronne de Bonvouloir to put into the power 
of young and strong the knightly weapons of 
Faith and Hope and Love, all three the heritage 
of age. 

And there would be Nikolai and Johanna, risk- 
ing everything, even to life, for the salvation and 
eternal happiness of whatever people might need 
them. These two had eyes that visioned in every 
human being the Master’s image and likeness. 

There would be — Deirdre — Boris 

The story of what had been was come to an 
end. 

“What comes next, Boris? Is the play played 
out? Have the people all gone home but you and 
me?” 

“No. Have you ever been to a Chinese 
theater?” 

Wondering at his irrelevance, she looked up, 
wide-eyed. 

“Once. They said it would last a week. I think 
I left after an hour.” 

“They are enigmas and endless. This play is — 
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enigma to the uninitiate, and endless. Its curtain 
may only fall with the — toppling of all the 
towers. Who knows — how long ? 

“I’ve always noticed that when anything runs 
riotously abnormal — anything, it doesn’t matter 
what, it always breaks. Whether it is things, or 
men, or minds, or imagination — it can’t keep up 
the speed. And that’s how it is with the whole 
world. This play of ours, modern life, and all the 
Russias, it’s a war play, isn’t it? Whether there 
is to be bloodshed or not the scene is a battle 
scene. We have to brace ourselves to long suffer- 
ing, I’m afraid.” 

“It means courage and patience, perseverance 
and faith. Two of the men who flew with me this 
last time had all four, one was a Franciscan 
Capuchin friar, the other a Jesuit. I stayed with 
them afterwards.” 

“You mean after that strange trial of yours?” 

“Yes. I got out scot free that time, God alone 
knows why. We went to Esthonia. That’s where 
we are gathering, there and in Lithuania.” 

“Who? What people?” 

“The Orders for the most part. It’s like a 
great concentration camp. They are all ready 
to go in when the bubble bursts.” 
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“You think it will?” 

“Soon now. They’ve blown it too big.” 

“Are there any women’s Orders getting 
ready?” 

“Many women’s Orders. I’ve seen them at 
work, studying, praying. The Visitation is pre- 
paring a great many girls to take up whatever 
must be done, so is the Sacred Heart. The Holy 
Child has been getting ready for several years 
now. The nuns themselves expect to go in. 

“A great many Congregations of Third Orders 
are actively at work, across the lines and in se- 
cret. There are Franciscans among them, Domin- 
icans, Carmelites, Benedictine Oblates, women 
and men.” 

“And just how are they there?” 

“Gardeners, cooks and servants in the com- 
mon kitchens, chauffeurs, anything, everything.” 

“And they are mostly gentle people of our own 
class, Boris?” 

“Almost without exception gentle people.” 

Then she stood up, hands tightly clasped to- 
gether. 

“If they can do it, why not I ?” 

How she was to be respected, this splendid 
Deirdre! He stood and looked at the woman 
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whose worldly knowledge, worldly wisdom, 
worldly charm had been magnets to draw so 
many to herself. 

“You see, I understand the Orders. I’ve been 
a tertiary myself for several years.” 

“Have you the strength ? I know you have the 
good will.” 

“Yes. And I’m quite alone. The things that 
used to interest me don’t interest me any more, 
worldly things I mean.” She laughed. “Perhaps 
old age creeping ahead has changed me.” 

“Hansi is thirty-one.” 

“Yes. Exactly. That was a rather nice and 
diplomatic way of finding out, though I think 
I told you — the night we watched the fireflies 
and, the lights that outlined the city, the night 
we dined at Frascati. I could join up ‘for the 
duration,’ Boris.” 

Down on the Piazza below, the arc light flared 
suddenly, revealing Deirdre’s face, flushed, eager 
for the patience and the pain that give rebirth to 
souls. She wanted to be among them who were to 
carry back to those who had lost it, freedom of 
spirit, liberty in life. Her eyes flamed with hope. 

“Out there it’s bare and primitive. Would 
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you” — he glanced around the rooms — “give up 
all this?” 

“Oh, if I could only make you understand how 
I long to go !” 

“Would you be afraid to go alone?” 

If sense of humor increases in proportion to 
valor, Deirdre’s guardian angel must have smiled 
at her little answering joke. 

“How else?” 

“My dear, my funny valiant dear, won’t you 
go with me?” 

“So you are going back to face another trial, 
perhaps?” 

“I am going back. I’d face anything on earth 
with you. We’ll be married across the way at the 
Trinita, early to-morrow morning, and to- 
morrow night we start our flight to Esthonia.” 

“A long flight.” 

“A very long flight. A glorious flight! Will 
you? Will you?” 

Her eyes danced. “And why, Boris?” 

“I love you. You’ve always known it.” 

“Since Frascati, I suppose?” 

He laughed then, and held out both his hands 
to her, hands that would have been enchained by 
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now, save for the sword-hilt of the Cross oi 
Christ. 

“Since Frascati and ever after — so long as we 
both shall live.” 

She looked about her in mock bewilderment. 
“The flat? What shall I do with the flat, Boris ?” 
“Caterina the capable, will manage !” 

At which all the fatigue fell away as if by 
miracle — all the anxiety — the lassitude. “If you 
could do what must be done!” he cried. “You, 
Deirdre? We'll start our journey at the Trinita 
first thing to-morrow morning — you and I, God's 
sharp and eager blades to carve a deep and 
rugged way for those He'd lost, to Victory !” 


Spaseetel me era, spasee Rosseeyu! 
Savior of the World, save Russia! 









